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THE INGOLDSBY LEG-ENDS. 



TO BICHAED BENTLET, ESQ. 

' DKAB Silt, 

Ton wiih me to coU»ct into a. single voltunc certam 
ibllag extneU from Mf faiiiilr nipniorani^A, miuij 
irbich hate ilreadj aLppeued i'u the pages ot jour 
leelluiy. At the ume tine rou tell me that doubts 

enteiUined in certaia quarters as ta the xnthea- 
tf of Iheir detaili. 

4oiT with napect to theii gcnuiaeocss, the old oak 
«t, in which the original! 

deposited, is not more 
liliar to mj ejes tbm it 
to jonr own ; and ' if il« 
iteoU hive any Talne at 
, it eotuitts in the itrict 
acitj of the (acta they 

To CI 



tbej will he received nilli a hnrlj old Engllsti hcI- 

The pspen in qmstion having been written by liii- 
fetcat parties, and at cnricius periods, I hnve thought >t 
advisable to rcdui^e the mare oncitint of them int'.i u 
comparatively modern phrsBeologj, and to make my 
coUuteral ancestor,' Father John especiallr, 'deliver 
himself like a man of this world ;' Mr Maguire, indeed, 
is the only Gentleman who. In his acconnt of tbe Ute 
') own rich vemacnlar 



dulou9, 1 can only ac 



mid 1 



,tbBt 



t •A the question — ever call 
mi into Uie neighbourhood . ■ ' 
Folkestone, let them take 
) high road from Caa- 
buTj to Dover till Urey 
ich the eastern extremity 
Birhiun Downs. Here a 
tntifol green lane diveig- ! 
t abriptly to the right, " 
il cany them through the 
enden plantations and the 
pretending' village of Den- 
, to the foot of a very 

pectflble h-ill,— as hills go ^ 'v, "''''' 

this part of EarcpB. On 
iching its inmiiiit let them lArrn 

k rtraight before them, — 

I tt, among the hanging wi.^ia which crown the 
Xifiile side of the vaUey, they mnnot difltineaifih an 
iqualed Manor-honse of Eli^.^ihcthim atehitoctnre, 
h its gable ends, stone sti^ii'liiijitg, and tortuoos 
mneys riling above the sarroiunliug tree*, wliy — the 
ner thej procure a pair of Dulloud'a patent spec- 
ies tbe better. 

f, on the contrary, they can manage to descry it, 
, proceeding some five or six furlongs through the 
line, will ring at the Lodge -gate, —they cannot 
lake the stone lion with the Ingoldsby escutcheon 
mine, a saltire engrailed GuJes,) in his paws, — 



THE NURSE'S STORY. 

THE HANDOFGI.ORY. 

UltHciqBBlani lugnilatTfi In Ati^IiA fiilt, qiin 
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DN the lone bleak moor. At the midnight hoar, 
Beneath the Oallows Tree, 
Hand in bud The Murderen stand, 
r one, by two, bv three! 

And Ihe Moon that night With a grey, cold light 
Kb baleful object tips ; 

One half of her form Is seen throogh the tlonn, 
he other half's hid in Edrpse I 
And Ibe cold Wind howls. And the Thunder 
■d the Lightning is broad and bright ; j^growli. 
And altogetier It's very bad weather, 
Dd an unpleasant sort of a night I 
' Now mount who list. And close by the wrist, 
tin me qnii^j the Dead Han't Sst 1 ' 
Kow climb who daro Where he rwinga in air, 
I plnck me five lock* of the Dead Han's hair I ' 



As to arrangement, I shall adopt tbe sentiment <■■> 
pressed by the Constable of Brjurbon f jur centuries ag 
teite Sh^'peare, one which scema to become m"J 
fashionable every day, 

' The Devil take all order I !— Ill to the throng '. " 
Believe me to be. 

My dear Sir. 
Yours, most indubitably and immeasonbly, 
THOMAS INGOLDSBY 
TArnsGTos Evebard, 
Jan. 20lh. 18W. 



ilcf cjcs IJi'^ Jind j'ed ; Ojj ILu t&p uf Liu he^ 

Il a match, and on that A shocking bad hat, 
Eitingniaher-Bhaped, the brim narrow and flat 1 
Then,— My Qraciona !— her heard I— it would aadly 
A spectator at first to distinguish her sex ; [peiplex 
Nor, 111 rentore to say, without scnrtiny could be 
Fronounee her, off-handed, a Punch or a Jndy. 
Did yon see her, in short, that mud-hovel within. 
With her knees to her mwe, and her nou to her chin. 
Leering up with that queer, indescribable grin, 
Tou'd lift op your hands in amaiement, and cry, 
' — Well I^ never did see snch a regular Guy 1 ' 

And now before That old Woman's door, 
Wbere nought that's good may be, 

Hand in hand The Murderen stand. 
By one, by two, by three I 
Oh I 'tis a horrible sight to view. 
In that horrible hoveT, that horrible crew. 



By the pale blue glare of that flickering flame, 
DoiiiK tne'deed tbu hath nevet a name 1 

Tb awful to bear Those words of fear t 
Tbt prayer mutter'd backwards, and said with a sneer I 
rMatthew Hopkins himself has awured us that when 
A witch says her prayers, she begins with ' Ameot') — 

— TTis awful to «ee On that old Woman's knee 
The dead, ghrivell'd hand, as ahe clasp* it with glee I — 

And now with care. The five locks of hur 
Prom the skull of the Gentleman dangline up there. 

With the grease and the fat Of a b&ek Tom Cat 

She hastens to mix, And to twist into wickl, 
And one on the thumb and each finger to fix. — 
n^or another receipt the same charm to prepare, 
Consult Mr. Ainsworth and Petit Albert.) 

Now open lock To the Dead Man^ knock ! 
Fir bolt, and bar, and band I — 

Nor more, nor swerve, Jiniit, muscle, or nerv«, 
At the spell of the Dead Man's hud I 
Sleep all who sleep ! — Wake all who wake I — 
Bnt be as the Dead for tbe Dead Man's uke t 



And in Tapp ... 

Gentle and Simple, Squire and Oroom, 
Bach one bath sought his separate tpam, 
.^nd sleep her dark mantle hath o'er them cast, 
for tbe midnight hour bath long been past! 
.Ul is darksome in earth and sky, 

and high, 



Plays, 



A quivering beam On the tiny st 

-!, like some taper's f tful gleai 

that is watching wearily. 



Within that casement, narrow and lii(^ 
In Lis secret lair, where none may spy. 
Sits one whose brow is wrinkled wiu care. 
And the thin grey locks <A hi* tailisg hair 
HftTs left his littb bald pate all bare ; 

For his fnll-bottom'd wig Hanki, bnriiy and big^ 
On the t(^ of his old-faahion'd, higb-Mck'd chair. 

Unbraced are his dothea, Dogaitet'd hit hoMi 
Hi* gown is bediien'd with tnlip aod nwe, 
Floweis of remarkable siie and hue, 
Flowen snch as Eden never knew ; 
— And there by many a sparkling heap 

Of tbe good red gold. The tale is told 
What powerful spell avails to keep 
That careworn man fnon his needful sleep I 



The ■■ 



10 eye can see 

wts on his treasure greedily, — 

shiaing store Of jittering ore, 

Ihe fair rcse-noble, the bright motdore. 

And tbe broad Double- Joe from ayont theses, — 

Bat there's one that watches as well as be ; 

For, wakeful and sly. In a clc»ci hard by. 
On hit truckle bed lieth a little Foot-i'age, 
A boy who's nncommonly sharp of his nge. 

Like yonng Master Homer, Who list in a i 



There's a voice in t 
The old man starts in hi 

At the first faint sound He gases around. 
And holds up his dip of sixteen to the pound. 

Then half arose From beside bit toes 
His little pug-dog with his little pug nose. 
But, ere be can vent one inquisitive iniS, 
That little pug-dog stands stark and stiff. 

For low, yet dear, Now fall on the ear 
— Where once pronounced for ever they dwell-.— 
The unholy words of the Dead Man's q>ell 1 



TSE JNG0LV8BY LEGENDS. 



' Open lock To the Dead Man's tnork I 
Flv biiU, nnd bar, an.i baiiii ! — 

Nor move, nor swcne, Joint, muscle, or tienp, 
At the spell of the Dead Man's hand ! 
Sleep all who sleep! — Wake all who ffakel — 
But be as tlK- Dead fur the Dead Man's sake 1 ' 
Nor lock, nor boll, Bor bar aTaib, 
Nor sloat oak panel thicl, -studded with nails. 
lleaiT and hstsh llie hinees ereak, 
Though thej bad been oJ'd in the conrse ft the week ; 
The door opens wide, as vide may be, 

And there Ihey stand. That mnrderone bond, 
- it br the light of that G Loniora Uasd, 
"--lel-iyf-- '- — 







<f blood. 



They have pass'd throngh the porch, thcj have pasa'd 

throngh the hall, 
Where the Portar sat snorinf- against the wall ; 

The very snore froie In his verv snnb nose, 
Ton'd have verily deera'd he had snored his last 
When the Globioi;* Hakd bv the side of him pats'J I 
E'en the little wee moueo, as it ran o'er the mat, 
Al the top of its speed to escape from the cat, [flight 

Though halt dead with aftrighl. Paused in its 
And the cat that was chasing that little wee thing 
Lay conch 'd as a statuo in act to spring [ [stair 

And now they are Uicte, On the head of the 
And the long crooked whittle is gleamicg and hare ! 
— I really don't think any money wouid bribe 
Me the horrible scone that ensued to de3crll>e, 
Or the wild, wild glare of that old man's eye. 
His dumb deipair, and deep agony. 
The kid from the pen, and the lamb from the fulJ, 
Unmoved may the blade of the bnlcher behold ; 
They dream not — oh, happier they I— that the knife, 
Though apUfted, can menace their innocent life ; 
It falS ; — the (nul thread of their being is riven. 
They dread not, suspect not, the blow tU! 'tis given,— 
Bat, oh I what a thing 'tis to see and to know 
That the bare knife is raiiied in lie hand of the toe, 
Without hope to repel, or to ward off the blow !^ 
— Enough 1 — lei's pass over as fust as we can 
The tale of that grey, that unhappy old man 1 
But fancy poor Hugh, Aghast at the view, 
Powerless alike to spenk or to do 1 
In vain doth he try To open the eve 
That i< shut, or close lliat which is clapt to tlie chink, 
Though he'd give all the world to be able to n ink I— 
No!— for all that this world can give or refuse, 
I would not be now in that tittle boy 'a shoes, 
Or indeed any garment at all that is Hugh's ! 
— 'Tis lucky for him that the chink in the wall 
He has peep'd throngh so long, ia so narrow and shIliII 
Wailing voices, sounds of woe 

Such as follow deporting friends. 
That fatal night ronnd Tappington go. 
Its long-drawn roofs, and its gable cnils: 



'Tia early dawn — the mom is grey, 

And the clonds and tho tempest have pus d away, 

And all things betoken a very fine day ; 

But while the lark her carol ia singing, 

Slirieks and screams are throngh Tappington ringiogl 

Upstarting all, Oreat and small. 
ach one who's found within Tappington HaH, 
Gentle and Simple, Squire or Groom, 
All seek at once that old Gentleman's room : 

And there, on the floor, Drench'd in its gore, 
A ghastly corpse lies exposed to the view, 
Cknitid and jugular both cut through 1 

And there, by its side, "Mid the crimson tide. 
Kneels a little Foot-page of tenderest yean ; 
Adown his pale cheeli the fast-falling tears 

^ ^ _ with afull-boltom'd wig 

Alaa I and alack for his rtannching I^'tis plain. 

As anatomisU teU ns, flat never again 

Shall life revisit the foully slain, 

\7hen once they've been tut through the jngnlar vein. 

There's a hue and a cry tbroogh the Connty of Kent, 
of the cutthroats a Constable's sent, 

jn toll the man which way Ihey went : 

There's a little Foot -page with that Constable goes, 
And • little pug-dog with a little pug nose. 

In Iloche«ter town, At the sign of the Crown, 
Three shabby-genteel men are just sitting down 
To a fat Btnbblc-Eoose, with potatoes done brown ; 

— 'Lttle Foot-page Bushes in, in a rage, 



little pug-dog takes the neit by the coat, 
And a Constable seiree the one more remote ; 
.Vnd fair roee-nobles and brood raoldores, 
The Waiter pulls ont of their pucksta by scores, 
And tho Boots and the Chambermaids mn in and stare 
And the Constable saya, with a dignified air, 
' You're ttoHltd, Genlemen, me and all. 
For that 'ere prcciona lark at Tappington Hall ! ' 
There's a black gibbet frowns npon Tappington Moor, 
Wliere a former black gibbet has frowned before ; 

It is as black as black may he, 
And murderen there Are dangling in air, 

By one I — by two ! — bj three 1 
There's » bomd old hag in a stflople-crown'd hat, 
BoDnd her neck they have tied to a hempen cravat 
A deed Bfan'i hand, and a dead Tom Cat I [toes, 

They have tied up her thumbs, thej have tied up her 

Their have tied up her eyes, they have tied u_p her 
Into Ilppini " ' 

With - 



pinKlon mill 
a whoop on 



is!' 



r eyes, they h 
a hallr>o<— ' 



gee*, Hmi 

She twims I — I 



[hand, 



They have dragg'd her tt> land . 
It grasping a faggot, a billet, or brand, 

When a queer-looking horseman, drest all in black, 
Snatehea up that old harridan just like a sack 
To the crupper behind him, puts spurs to bis hack. 
Makes a dash throngh the crowd, and is oR in a crack 1 

No one can tell. Though they gnoaa pretty well, 
Which way that grim rider and old woman go, 
For all see he's a sort of infernal Ducrow ; [decide 

And she scream'd so, and cried. We may fairly 
'hat the old woman did not much relish her ride t 

Mouj- 
Thls truest of stMies confirms beyond doubt 
That truest of adages—' Murder will otrtl' 
In vain may ihe bibod-epiller ' doable ' and By, 
In rain even wildicnift and soiceiT tij: 
Allhoogh for a tme he may 'scape, bj-ood-by 
Hell be sore to be caught by a Hugh and a Cry ! 
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PATTY MORGAN THE MILKMAID'S STORY. 
'LOOK AT THK CLOCK I" 

* T OOK at the Clock r quoth Winifred Piyc, 

I J As she open'd the door to her husband's knock. 
Then pansed to give him a piece of advice, 
I ' Too nasty Warmint, look at the Clock : 



b this the wi 
Treat her who vt 

Ont all night ? Me in a fright ; 
Staggering home as it's just getting tight ! 
Yon intoi&od brute !— you insensible block ! 
Look at the Clock 1— Do !— Look at the Clock 1 ' 

Winifred Pryee was tidy and clean, 
Her gown was a flower'd one, her petticoat green. 
Her bnekles were bright as her milking cans, 
And her hat was a beaver, and made like a man s : 
Her little red eyea were deep-set in their soeket-hol' 
Her gown-tail was turu'd up, and tuck'd throush t 
pocket-holes ; 

A lace like a ferret Betoken'd her spirit : 
To conclude. Mm Piyce was not over young, 
■' ■ short legs, and a very long tongue. 

. _ David Pryce Had one darling vice; 
Hemarkably partial to anything nice, 
Nought that was good to him came amiss. 
Whether to eat, to drink, or lo kiss I 

EepBcially ale— If it was not too stale 
I really bebeve he'd have emptied a pail : 

Not that in Wales They talk of their Ales ; 
To pronounce the word they make use of might tn-ul 
Being spelt with a C, two B's, and a W. t ' 

That particular day, As I've heard people say, 
Mr David Pryce had been soaking his clay. 
And omnaing himself with his pipe and cheroot«. 
The whole Jlemoon, at the Goat- in -Boots, [smokE 

With a couple mora soakers. Thoroughbred 
Both, like himself, prime singers and jokers ; 
And long alter day had dra«-n to a clote, 
And the rest of the world was wrapp'd in repose, 
They were roaring out ' Shenkin ! ' and ' Ar hji 
WhUa David himself, to a Sassenach tone, [n> 

Song, ' We've drunk down the Sun, boys I let s dn: 

What have we with day lo do? [down the M,... 

Mrs Winifred Piyce, 'twas made for you.' 
At length, when they couldn't well drink any roni*. 
Old ' Qoot-in-Boots ' showeJ them the door : [■•1-' 

And then came that knock. And the eta- 
David felt when hia wife cried, ' Look at the Clock ; 
For the hands stood as crooked al crooked might bt. 
The long at the Twelve, and the short at the Thrn 

That self-same clock had long been a bone 
0( contention between this Darby.and Joan, 
And often, among their pother and rout. 
When this otbarwise amiable couple fell ont, 

Pryce would drop a cool hint. With ' 
At its case, of an ' Dncle ' of his, who'd 

That horrid word ' Spout ' No sooner caim: vui 
Than Winifred Pryce would turn her about. 
And with scorn on her Up, And a hand on each h- 
• Spout' herself till her nose grew red at the tip. 

'You thundering willin. I know you d be kdi:; 
Tour wife — ay, a dozen of wives — tor a shdling ! 

lou may do what you please. Yon may w!l 



[5^- 



of brain. 



P was too well-bred to mention her smock) 
never will port with my Grandmother's Cl«l' 

•ryee's tongue ran long and ran fast ; 
atience ia apt to wear out at hurt, 
Aid"David Pryce in terupra was quick. 
So he stretch'd ont his hand, and caneht hold of a Sn 
Perhaps in its use he might mean to be Icment, 
But walking just then wasn't very convenient. 

So ho threw it instead, Direct at her head : 

It knock'd ofl her hat ; Down she ftdl flat ; 

case, perhaps, was not mnoh mended by that : 
But whatever it was,— whether rage and pain 
Produced apopleiy, or burst a veil 
Or her tomnte prwluced a concnasi 
I can't say lor certain,- but Uis I «— . 
When, sober'd by fright, to assist her he ran, 
Mre Winifred Pryce was as dead u Queen Anne 

The fearful catastrophe Named in mj last itrri^li 
As adding lo grim Death's ejiploita such a vKst tropin 
Made a ^eat noise ; and the shocking lafaljly 
Han Dvef, like wildfire, the whole Principality. 
And then came Mr Ap Thomas the Coroner, ■ 
With his jury to sit some doren or more, on her. 

Mr I^ce, to commence H „ ■ mgenjo^ def e»n 
Made a ' p<iwertul appeal ' to the jury's ' gocd seiisc , 

'The world he must defy Ever let ustify 
Any presumption of " MaUce Prepense. 

the unhckj lick From the end of his stick . 

He ' deplored.'-4e was ' apt to te rather too <^.ck; 

But, really, het prating _ Was so Mgravating : ^ 

Some trifling correction wes jiist what be meant r—> 

The rest, h7assured them, was ' qmte accidental . 
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Then he calla Mr Jones Who depones to her tones, 
And her gestures and hints about ' breaking bis bones ;* 
While Mr Ap Morgan and Mr Ap Rhys 

Declare the deceased Had styled him a * Beast,* 
And swear they bad witnessed, with grief and snrprisei 
The allusion she made to his limbs and his eyes. 

The jury, in fine, having sat on the body 

The whole day, discussing the case, and gin-toddy, 

Returned about half-past eleven at night 

The following verdict, * We find, Sartte her right ! ' 

Mr Pryce, Mrs Winifred Pryce being dead. 
Felt lonely, and moped ; and one evening he said 
He would marry Miss Liavis at once in her stead. 

Not far from his dwelling,* From the vale proudly 
swelling. 
Rose a mountain ; its name youll excuse me from tell- 
For the vowels made use of in Welsh are so few [ing, 
That the A and the E, the I, 0, and the U, 
Have really but little or nothing to do ; 
And the duty, of course, falls the heavier by far, 
On the L, and the H, and the N, and the K. 

Its first syllable, * Pen,' Is pronounceable ; — then 
Come two L Ls, and two H Hs, two F Fs, and an N ; . 
About half a score Rs, and some Ws follow, 
Beating all my best efforts at euphony hollow : 
But we shan't have to mention it often, so when 
We do, with your leave, well curtail it to * Pbn.' 

Well— the moon shone bright Upon *Peh ' thai 
night, 
When Pryce, being quit' of his fuss and his fright, 

Was scaling its side With that sort of stnde 
A mtfn puts out when walking in search of a bride. 

Mounting higher and hi^er, He began to per- 
TiU, finding his legs were begmning to tire, [spire, 

And feeling opprest By a pain in his chest, 
He paused, and turn d round to take breath and to rest ; 
A walk all up hill is apt, we know, 
To make one, however robust, puff and blow, 
So he stopped and looked down on the valley below. 

0*er fell and o*er fen. Over mountain and glen. 
All bright in the moonshine, his eye roved, fnd then 
All the Patriot rose in his soul, and he thought 
Upon Wales, and her glories, and all he*d been taught 

Of her heroes of old. So brave and so bold, — [gold ; 
Of her Buds wiUi long beards, and harps mounted in 

Of King Edward the First, Of memory accurst ; 
And the scandalous manner in which he behaved, 

Killing poets by dozens With their uncles and 
cousins. 
Of whom not one in fifty had ever been shaved-^ 
Of the Court Ball, at which by a lucky mishap, 
Owen Tudor fell into Queen Katherine*s lap ; 

And how Mr Tudor Successfully woo*d her, 
Till the Dowager put on a new weddingring. 
And so made him Father-in-law to the Emg, 

Ho thought upon Arthur and Merlin of yore, 

On Grymth ap Conan and Owen Glendour ; 

On Pendragon, and Heaven knows how many more. 

He thought of all this, as he gased, in a trice, 

And on all things, in short, but the lata Mrs Piyee ; 

When a lumbering noise from behind made him stwt, 

And sent the blood back in full tide to his heart, 

Which went pit-a-pat As he cried out * What's 
that?*— [ground? 

That very queer sound ? — Does it come from the 
Or the air, — from above, — or below, — or around ? — 

It is not like Talking, It is not like Walking, 
It's not like the clattering of pot or of pan. 
Or the tramp of a horse, — or the tread of a man,^ 
Or the hum of a crowd, or the shouting of boys, — 
It's really a, deuced odd sort of a noise 1 
Not unlike a cart*Si — but that can't be ; for when 
Could ' all the King*B horses, and all the King's men,' 
With Old Nick for a waggoner, drive one up ' Pen ? ' 

Pryce, usually brimful of valour when drunk, 

Now experienced what schoolboys denominate * funk.' 

In vain he look'd back On the whole of the track 
He had traversed ; a thick cloud, uncoounonly black. 
At this moment obscured the broad disc of the moon. 
And did not seem likely to pass Away soon ; 

While clearer and clearer, 'Twas plain to the 
hearer, 
Be the noise what it might, it drew nearer and nearer, 
And sounded, as Pryce to this moment declares, 
Very much * like a Coffin a-walking np-stairs.' 

Mr Pryce had begun To * make up ' for a run, 
As in such a companion he saw no groat fun, 

When a single bright ray Shone out on the way 
He had paas'd, and he saw, with no little dismay, 



Coming after "him, bounding o er crag and o'er rock, 
The deceased Mrs Winif red^s ' Grandmother's Clock I ' 
*Twas so ! — it had certainly moved from its place, 
And come lumbering on thus, to hold him in chase ; 
'Twas the very same Head, and the very same Case, 
And nothing was altcr'd at all — but the Face ! 
In that he perceived, with no little surprise. 
The two liUle winder-holes turned into eyes 

Blazing with ire. Like two coals of fire ; 
And the * Name of the Maker ' was changed to a Lip, 
And the Hands to a Nose with a very red tip. 
No I — ^he could not mistake it, — 'twas She to the life I 
The identical face of his poor defunct wife I 

One glance was enough, Completely * Quant, tuff.'' 
As the doctors write down when they send you their 

'stuff.* 
Like a Weather-cock whirl'd by a vehement puff, 

David tum'd himself round ; Ten feet of ground 
He clear'd, in his start, at the very first bound I 

Pve seen people run at West-End Fair for cheeses-r-' 

I've seen ladies run at Bow Fahr for chemises — 

At Ghreenwich Fair twenty men run for a hat. 

And one from a Bailiff much faster than that ; 

At foot-ball Pve seen lads Tun after the bladder — 

I've seen Irish bricklayers run up a ladder — 

I've seen little boys run away from a cane— 

And I've seen (that is, read of) good running in Spain ; 

But I never did read Of, or witneos, such speed 
As David exerted that evening. — ^Indeed 
All I have ever heard of bovs, women, or men. 
Falls far short of Pryce, as he ran over * Pen I ^ 

He reaches its brow, — He has past it, and now 
Having once gain'd the' summit, and managed to cross 
Rolls down the side with uncommon veloci^ : [it, he 

But run as he will, Or roH down the hill, 
The bugbear behind him is after him still I 
And close at his heels, not at all to his liking. 
The terrible Clock keeps on ticking and striking. 

Till exhausted and sore, He can't run any more, 
But falls 9A he-reaches Miss Davis's door. 
And screams when they rush out, alarm'd at his knock, 

* Oh I Look at the aock t— Do !— Look at the Clock 1 1 > 

Miss Davis look*d np. Miss Davis look'd down, 

She saw nothing there to alarm her ; — a frown [horrid 

Came o*er ber white forehead ; She said, * it was 
A man should come knocking at that time of night, 
And give her Mamma and herself such a fright : — 

To squall and to bawl About nothing at all ! * 
She begg d * he'd not think of repeating his call : 

His late wife's disaster By no means had past her ;* 
She'd 'have him to know she was meat for his Master I ' 
Then regardless alike of his love and his woes, 
She turned on her heel and she tum'd up her nose. 

Poor David in vain Implored to remain ; 
He ' dared not,* he sud, * cross the mountain again.* 

Why the fair was obdurate None knows, — to be 
Was said she was setting her cap at the Curate, [sure it 
Be that as it may, it is certain the sole hole 
Pryce found to creep into that night was the Coal-hole I 

In that shady xvtreat With nothing to eat. 
And with very bruised limbs, and with very sore feet, 

All night close he kept ; I can^ say he slept : [wept 
But he sigh'd, and he sobb'd, and he eroan'd, and he 

Lamenting his sins, And his two oroken shins. 
Bewailing his Fate with contortions and grins. 
And her he once thought a complete Bora AvU^ 
Consigning to Satan, — ^vii., cruel Miss Davis I 

Mr. David has since had a * serious call,' 

He never drinks ale, wine, or spirits, at all. 

And they say he is going to Exeter Hall [teach 

To make a grand speech. And to preach and to 
People that * they can't brew their malt liquor too small.' 
That an ancient Welsh Poet, one Ptndab ap Tudob, 
Was right in proclaiming * Abisvon men Udob I ' 

Which means * The pure Element 

Is for Man*s belly meant I * 
And that (Ttn's but a Snare of Old Nick the deluder t 

And * still on each evening when pleasure fills up,' 
At the old Goat-in-Boots, with Metheglin, each cup, 

Mr. Pryce, if he's there. Will get into the * The 
And make all his quondam associates stare [Chair,* 
By calling aloud to the Landlady's daughter, 

* ratty, bring a cigar, and a glaa of Spring Water ! ' 
The dial he constuitly watches ; and when 

The long hand *8 at the ' XII.,' and the short at the < X.,' 
He gets on bis legs. Drains his glass to the dregs. 
Takes his hat and great-coat off their several pegs. 
With his President's hammer bestows bis last knock. 
And says solemnly — * Gentlemen I 

* Look at the Clock ! ! I ' 



It U on my own personal remloiscencf* tbat I draw for the 
following story : the scene of its leading etent was most familiar 
to me tu early life. If the principal actor in U be yet llring, he 
must have reached a very advanced age. lie was often at the 
HiilU in my Infancy, on pn>fea«ional vUits. It is, however, only 
from those who 'prated of his >\ hereabouts' that 1 learned the 
history of this adventure. 

r 

THE GHOST. 

THERE stands a City, — neither large nor small,-* 
Its air and situation sweet and pretty ; 
It matters very little^if at all — 

Whether its denixens are dnll or witty, 
Whether th»hidies there are short or tall, 

Bmnettes or blondes, only, there stands a city ! — 
Perhaps 'tis also requisite to minute 
That there *s a CasUe and a Cobbler in it 

A fair Cathedral, too, the story goes, 
And kings and heroes lie enttmb'd within her ; 

There pious Saints in marble nomp repose. 
Whose shrines are worn bv Knees of many a sinner ; 

There, too, full many an Aldormanic nose 
Boll*d its loud diapason after dinner ; 

And there stood hign the holy sconce of Becket, 

— Till four assassins came from France to crack it. 

The Castle was a huge and antique mound, 
Proof against all tn' artillery of the quiver. 

Ere Uiosa abominable guns were found. 
To send eold lead through gallant warrior's liver. 

It stands upon a gently rising ground, 
Sloping down gradually to the river. 

Resembling (to comnare great things with smaller) 

A well-scoop d, mouldy 8tiltott cheese—but taller. 



The Keep, I find, 's been sadlj alter'd lately. 
And, 'stead of taail-elad knights, of honour j 



In martial panoply so grand and stately, 



jealous, 



Its walls are nll*d with money-making fellows, 
And stuffM, unless I'm misinformed greatly. 

With leaden pipes, and coke, and coals, and bellows ; 
In diort, so great a change has come to pass, 
Tis now a manufactory ol Qtm. 

But to my tale. — Before this profanation, 
And ere its ancient glories were cut short all, 

A poor hard- working Gobbler took his station 
Xn a small house, just opposite the portal ; , 

His birth, his parentage, and education, 
I know but little of— a strange, odd mortal ; 

His aspect, air, and gait, were all ridiculous ; 

His name was Mason — he'd been christen'd Nicholas. 

Nick had a wife possess'd of many a eharm, 
And of the Lady Huntingdon persuasion ; 

But, spite of all her piet)r, her arm 
She d sometimes exercise when in a passion , 

And, being of a temper somewhat warm. 
Would now and then seise, upon small occasion, 

A stick, or stool, or anything that round did lie, 

And baste her lord and master most confoundedly 

No matter 1 — 'tis a thing that's not uncommon, 
'Tis what we all have lieard, and most have read of — 

I mean, a bruising, pugilistic woman. 
Such as I own I entertain a dread of, [on 

— And so did Nick, whom sometimes there would come 
A sort of fear his Spouse might knock bis head off, 

Demolish half his teeUi, or drive a rib in. 

She shone so much in ' facers ' and in * fibbing.' 

< There's time and place for all thin^,* said a sage, 
(King Solomon, 1 think,) and this I can say, 

Within a well-roped ring, or on a stage. 
Boxing may be a very pretty Faney^ 

When Biessrs Burke or Bendigo engage: 
— ^Tis not so well in Susan, Jane, or Nancy : — 

To get well mill'd by any one's an evil, 

But by a lady^'tis the very Devil. 

And so thought Nicholas, whose only trouble 
(At least his worst) was this his rib's nropensity ; 

For sometimes from the alehouse he would hobble. 
His senses lost in a sublime immensity 

Of cogitation — ^Uien he couldn't cobble— 
And then his wife would often try the density 

Of his poor skull, and strike with all her might. 

As fast MB kitchen-wenches strike a light. / 

Mason, meek soul, who ever hated strife. 
Of this same striking had a morbid dread. 

He hated it like poison — or his wif e— 
A vast antipatny I — ^but so he said— 

And very often, for a quiet life, 
On these occasions he*d sneak up to bed, 

Orope darkly in, and, soon as at the door 

He neard his lady — he'd pretend to not* 

B 2 



THE' INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. 



One nigbt, then, ever partial to socictj, 
Nick, with a friend (another jovial fellow), 

Went to a Club— I ahoold hare said Society — 
At the * City Arms/ onoe colled the Porto Bello ; 

A Spouting party, which, though some decry it, I 
Consider no bad lounge when one is mellow : 

There they discuss the tax on salt and leather, 

And change of ministers and change of weather. 

In short, it was a kind of British Formn, 
Like John Gkle Jones's, erst in Piccadilly, 

Only they managed things with more decorum. 
And the orations were not quite so silly ; 

Far different Questions, too, would come before 'em, 
Not always Polities, which, will ye mil ye. 

Their London prototypes were always willing 

To give one quantum iuff. of — for a shilling. 

It more resembled 0QBK>f later date. 
And ten-fold talent, as Vm told, in Bow-street, 

Where kindlier-natured souls do congregate ; [street. 
And, though there are who deem that same a low 

Tct, Pm assured, for frolicsome debate 
And eenuine humour it*s surpass'd by no street, 

When the ' Chief Baron ' enters, and assumes 

To ' rule * o*er mimic * Thesigers ** and ' Broughams.* 

Here they would oft forget their Bulers* faults, 
And waste in ancient lore the midnight taper ; 

Inquire if Orpheus first produced the Waltz, 
How Oas-lights differ from the Delphic Vapour, 

Whether Hippocrates gave Qlauber's Salts, 
And what tbe Bomans wrote on ere they'd paper — 

This night the subject of their disquisitions 

Was Ghosts, Hobgoblins, Sprites, and Apparitions 

One learned gentleman, ' a sage, grave man,' 
Talk'd of the Ghost in Hamlet, ' sheath'd in steel *— 

His well-read friend, who next to speak began, 
Said, * That was Poetry, and nothing reu ; * 

A third, of more extensive learning, ran 
To Sir George Yilliers' Ghost, and Mrs. Veal ; 

Of sheeted Spectres spoke with shorten'd breath, 

And thriee he quoted * Drelineourt on Death.' 

Nick smoked, and smoked, and trembled as he heard 
The point discuss'd, and all they said upon it. 

How, frequently, pome murder'd man appear'd 
To tell his wife and children who had done it ; 

Or how a Miser's ^host, with grizzly beard. 
And pale lean visage, in an old Scotch bonnet. 

Wander d. about, to watch his buried money I 

When all at once Nick heard the clock sfaike One, — ^hc 

Sprang from his seat, not doubtiBg but a lecture 
Impended from his fond and faithful She ; 

Nor could he well to pardon him expect her. 
For he had promised to ' be home to tea ; * 

But having luckily the key o' the back door, 
He fon<uy hoped that, unperceived, he 

Might creep up -stairs again, pretend to doze. 

And hoax his spouse with music from his nose. 

Vain, fruitless hope I — The wearied sentinel 

At eve may overlook the crouching foe, 
Till, ere his hand can sound the alanmi-bell, 

He sinks beneath the unexpected blow ; 
Before the whiskers of Grimalkin fell. 

When slumb'ring on her post, the mouse may go- 
But woman, wakeful woman, 's never weary, 
— Above all, when she waits to thump her deary. 

Soon Sirs Mason heard the well-known tread ; 

She heard the key slow creaking in the door, 
Spied, through the gloom obscure, towards the bed 

Nick creeping soft, as oft he had crept before ; 
When, bane, she threw a something at his head. 

And NiCK at once lay prostrate on the floor ; 
While she exclaim'd, witn her indignant face on— 
* How dare you use your wife so, Mr Mason ? ' 

Spare we to tell how fiercely she debated, 

Especialty the length of her oration — 
Spare we to tell how Nick expostulated. 

Boosed by the bump into a good set passion. 
So great, that more than once he execrated, 

Kre he crawl'd into bed in his usual fashion : 
— ^The Muses hate brawls ; suffice it then to say, 
He duck'd below the clothes — and there he lay I 

Twaa now the very witching time of night, [dead. 
When churchyards groan, and graves give up their 

And many a mischievous, enfranchised Sprite 
Had long since burst his bonds of stone or lead. 

And hurriml off, with schoolboy-like delight, 
To play his pranks near some poor wretch's bed, 

Sleeping, perhaps serenely as a porpoise, 

Nor dreaming of this fiendish Habeas Corpus. | 



Not 80 our Nicholas : his meditations ' 
Still to the same tremendous theme recnrr'd, 

The same dread subiect of the dark narrations. 
Which, back'd with some authority, he^ heard : 

Lost in his own horrific contemplations, 
He ponder'd o'er each well-remember'd word ; 

When at the bed's foot, close beside the post, 

He verily believed he saw — a Ghost ! 

Plain, and more plain, the unsubstantial Sprite 
To his astonislrd gaze each moment grew; 

Ghastly and gaunt, it rear'd its shadowy height. 
Of more imn mortal seeming to the view, 

And round its long, thin, bony fingers drew 
A tatter'd winding-sheet, of course all tehiie ; — 

The moon that moment peeping through a cloud, 

Nick very plainly saw it through (he ihraud! 

And now those matted locks, which never yet 
Had yielded to the comb's unkind divorce. 

Their long-contracted amity forget. 
And spring asunder with elastic force ; 

Ni^, e'en the veiy cap, of texture coarse. 
Whose ruby cincture crowned that brow of jet. 

Uprose in agony — ^the Gorgon's head 

Was but a type of Nick's up-squatting in the bod 

From every pore distill'd a clammy dew, 
Quaked every limb — ^the candle, too, no doubt, 

En regis, %eould have burnt extremely blue. 
But Nick unluckily had put it out ; 

And he, though naturally bold and stout. 
In short, was in a most tremendous stew ;— 

The room was fiU'd with a sulphureous smell. 

But where that came from Mason could not tell. 

All motionless the Spectre stood — and now 
Its rev'rend form more clearly shone eonf est ; 

From the pale cheek a beard of purest snow 
Descended o'er its venerable breast ; 

The thin grey hairs, that cro^ni'd its furrow'd brow, 
Told of yean long gone by. — An awful guest 

It stood, and with an action of command. 

Beckoned the Cobbler with its wan right hand. 

* Whence, and what art thou. Execrable Shape ? ' 
Nick miglU have cried, could he have found a tongue. 

But his distei^ded jaws could only gape. 
And not a sound upon the weUdn rung : 

His gooseberry orbs seem'd as they would have sprung 
Forth from their sockets — like a frighten'd Ape 

He sat upon his haunches, bolt upright. 

And shook, and grinn'd, and chatterd with affright 

And still the shadowy finger, long and lean, 
Now beckon'd Nick, now pointed to the door; 

And many an ireful glance, and frown, between, 
The angry visage of the Phantom wore, 

As if quite vex'd that Nick would do no more 
Than stare, without e*en asking, ^ What d' ye mean?* 

Because, as we are told— a sad old joke, too — 

Ghosts, like the ladies, ' never speak till spoke to.' 

Cowards, 'tis said, in certain situations. 

Derive a sort of courage from despair. 
And then perform, from downright desperation. 

Much more than many a bolder man would dare. 
Nick saw the Ghost was getting in a passion. 

And therefore, groping till he found ike chair, 
Seized on his awl, crept softly out of bed. 
And foUow'd quaking where the Spectre led. 

And down the winding stair, with noiseless tread, 
The tenant of the tomb pass'd slowly on, 

Each mazy turning of the numble shed 
Seem'd to his step at once fomUiar grown, 

So safe and sure the labyrinth did he tread 
As though the domicile had been his own. 

Though Nick himsdf^ in passing through the sliop, 

Had almost broke hif nose agaimit the mop. 

Dmite its wooden bolt, with jarring sound, 

Tne door upon its hinges open flew ; 
And forth the Spirit issued — yet around 

It tum'd, as it its follower s fears it knew. 
And, once more beckoning, pointed to the mound. 

The antique Keep, on which the bright moon Uirew 
With such effulgence her mild silvery gleam. 
The visionary form seem'd melting in her beam. 

Beneath a pond*rous archway's sombre shade. 
Where once the huge portcullis swung sublime, 

'Mid ivied battlements in ruin laid. 
Sole, sad memorials of the olden time. 

The Phantom held its way — and though afraid 
Even of the owls that sung their vesper chime. 

Pale Nicholas pursued, its steps attending. 

And wondering what on earth it all would end m 



Within the mouldering fabric's deep recess. 
At length they reach'd a court obecure and Ion* 

It seem'd a drear and desolate wilderness. 
The blacken'd walls with ivy all overgrown ; 

The night-bird shriek'd her note of wild distress, 
Disturb'd apon her solitary throne, 

As though inaignant mortal step should dare, 

So led. at such an hour, to venture there I 




TiiK oiioar. 

— ^The Apparition paused, and would have spoke. 
Pointing to what Nick thought an iron ring, 

But then a neighbouring chanticleer awoke, 
And loudly 'gan his early matins sing ; 

And then ' it started like a guilty thing,* 
As that shrill clarion the silence broke. 

— ^We know how much dead gentlefolks eschew 

The appalling sound of * Cock-a-doodle-do I ' 

The vision was no more — and Nick alone — 
' His streamers waving ' in the midnight wind, 

Which through the ruins ceased not to groan ; 
— ^His garment, too, was somewhat*short behind, — 

And, wont of all, he knew not where to find 
The ring, — which made him most his fate bemoan — 

The iron-ring, — ^no doubt of some trap-door, 

'Neath which the old dead Miser kept his store. 

* What's to be done ?' he cried : * 'Twere vain to i;^»r 
Here in the dark without a single clue — 

Oh, for a candle now, or moonlight ray ! 
'Fore George, I'm vastly puzzled what to do,' 

(Then clapp^ his hand behind) — * 'Tis chilly, too- 
Ill mark the spot, and come again by day. 

What can I mark it by ? — Oh, here's the wall — 

The mortar's yielding — ^here I'll stick my awl I ' 

Then rose from earth to sky a withering shriek, 

A loud, a long-protracted note of woe. 
Such as when tempests roar, and timbers creak. 

And o'er the side the masts in thunder go ; 
While on the deck resistless billows break. 

And drag their victims to the gulf below ; — 
Such was ue scream when, for the want of candle, 
Nick Mason drove his awl in up to the handle. 

Scared by his Lady*s heart-appalling cry. 
Vanished at once poor Ma.<:on s golden dream — 

For dream it was ; — and all his visions high, 
Of wealth and grandeur, fled befofv that screum — 

And still he listens with averted eye, [theme ; 

Vf'hen g.hing neighbours moke *the Ghost' their 

Wlile evei from that hour they all declare 

That Mrs M:ison used a cushion in her chair ! 



THE CYNOTAPJI. 
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THE CYNOTAPH 



OH ! whera thiil I baij mj poor dog Trij , 
Now hi< fleetiag breatb bai pua»l an-aj- ?- 
Spvcnteea jreui, I cui renture to ny, 
Huve I seen bim gambol, and frolic, and pUy, 
Evcnnore happj, and frisky, and gay, 
As though «Teiy one of hia months wu May, 
And the whole of his life one loog holiday— 
Novr he's a lifeless Imnp of cbr. 
Ob 1 where shall I bury my faithful Trnj ? 
I am almost tempted to think it liDrd 
That it may not be there, in yon sanuT churehyard. 

Where the green nillons wave O'er the peaceful 
gTRve, 
Which bolda all that once was honest and bnre, 
Kind and conrteoni, and faithfnl, and trae; 
Qualities, Tray, tbat were found in you. 
But it may not be — yon sacred ground 
By holiest feelings fenced around,' 
May ne'er within its hallow'd bound 
Receive the dnst of a loul-lcss hound. 
I would not place him in yonder fane, 
Where the mid-day sun through the sluricd pane 
Throws on the pavement a crimson Etaiu ; 
Where the luinner? of chivalry hevvily swing 
O'er the pinnacled tomb of the Warrior King, 
With helmet and shield, and all that sort of thing. 

No ! — coma what may, My gentle Tray 
Shan't be in'intradcr on bluff Hairy Tudor, 
Or panoplied monatcha yet earlier and nider 

Whom yon see on their backs, In stone or in wax. 
Though the Sacristans now are ' forbidden to ax ' 
Fur what Mr Home calls ' a scandalons tax ;' 
While the Chartista iaait they've a right t(< go snacks — 
No I — Tray's homble tomb would look but wabby 
'Mid the sculptured shrines of that gorgeous Abbey. 

Besides in the place They say there's not space 
To bury what wet- nunea call 'a^bby.' 
Even 'Rare Bea Jonson.' that famous wight, 
I am told, 'is interr'd there bolt upright. 
Id Jnst such a posture, beneath hisbust. 
As Tray uaed,to sit in to beg for a crust. 

The epitaph, too, Would scarcely do: 
For what could it s^, bnt, ' Hera lies Tray, 
A verf good kind of a dog in his day t ' 
And satirical folks might be apt to imagine it 
Meant as a quit on the House ol Plantagenet. 
No t no I'-The Abbey may do very well 
For a feudal ' Nob,' or poetical ' Swell,' 
< Crusaders,' or ■ Poets,' or ' Knights of St. John,' 
Or Knights ol St. John's Wood, who once went 



Count Fiddle-fnmkin, and hati Fiddle-laddie, 

' Sir Craven,' ' Sir Oael,' and ' Sir Campbell of 

Saddell,' [feat, 

(Who, as poor Hook said, wben he heard of the 
■ Was somehow knock'd ont'of his famllvseat;') 
The Esquires of the body To I'ny Lord 
Tomnoddy ; 
'SirFairIie,"Sir Lamb,' 
And Ibe ' Knight of the Bam,' 
The ' Knight of the Hose," and the ' Knight of 

the Dragon,' [wagon. 

Who, save at the flagon. And orog in the 
The newspapers tell us did little ' to brag on ;' 
And more, thoogh the Mase know* but little 
concerning 'em, [' Sir Jeminghain.' 

'Sir Hopkins,' 'Sir Popkins^ 'Sir Qage,' and 
All Preai Chnalirrt. in friendly rivalry 
^Vho should best bring back the glorr of 

Chi-valiy.— 
—(Pray be so good, for the take of my song. 
To pronounce here the ante- penultimate long ; 
Or some hyper-critic will certainly cry, [eye.' 
'The word " Chivalry " is but a rhjrme to the 

And I own it ii clear A fastidious ear 
Will be, more Or less, always annoy'd with yon 

when yon 
Insert any rhyme that's not perfectly gennine. 



Let mo pause while I mav— 
This d gross on is lead ng 



vast ay 
lo. d T 




I would not place him beneath thv walls, 
.\nd proud o'ershadowing dome, St, Paul's 1 
Though I've always contider'd Sir Christopher V 
As an architect, one of the greatest of men ; 
And, talking of Epitaphs, — much I admire his, 
^ Cireujniipice, ti Slcnuineniuni requirie;' 
Which on erudite Verger IrtinsUted to me, 
' If you ask for his nionuiuent, ^T-coiiie 




Or those ugly minxes The sister Spbynicj, 
Klix'd creatures, half lady, half lioness, rrao, 
(Denon sajs.) the emblems of Lea and Virgo ; 
}a one of the backs of which singular iom'ble. 
6 r Ralph Abererombie is going to tomiile, 
n ith a thunip which alone were enoBgh to diapatch him. 
If the Scotchman in front ibonldn't happea to catch 

hiuL 

No ! I'd not have him there, — not nearer the door. 
V here the man and the Angel hate got Sit John 

And are quietly letting him down throngb the floor. 
By Gillespie, the one who escaped, at Vellore, 

Alone from the row;— ^eithe^ he aorLordHoue 
tVould like^to be plagued with a little Bow-wow. 

No, Tray, we must j icld. And go further a-fiel.l ; 
To lay yon by Nelson were downright eflront'ry ; 
—Well be on from the City, and look at the country. 



At the feet and the head Of the elegant dead, 
And no one's received who's not ' biu-icd in lead ;' 

. there lie the bones of Deputy Jones, 
Whom the widow's tear* and the orphan's giowu 
Affected as mnch as they do the stones 
esecutors laid on the Deputy's Iwned ; 
Little rest, poorknavel WjiddTraihaveinhisgra<», 
Since Spirits, 'tis plain, Arc sent back i^n, 
roam round their bodies, — the bad one* in pain, — 
Dragging after theiti sometinie! a heavy jack-chain i 
Whenever they met, alarm 'd by its groans, his 
(f host all night long would be harking at Jones's. 
Not shaU he be laid By that cross Old Maid. 
Miss Penelope Bird,— of w hom it is said 
All the dogs in the parish were ever afraid. 

He must not lie placed By one so strait-laced 
In her temper, her taste, her morals, and waist. 

'lis said, when she nenl up to Heaven, and St Peter. 
Who happened to meet her. Cams forward to 

She parsed up with scorn every vinegar featnre. 
And hade him ' Get out for a horrid Male Creature 1 ' 
So the Saint, after looking as if he could eat bet. 
Not knowing, perhaps, very well bow to ti-cat her. 
And not being willing, — or able, — to beat her, 

Sent her back to her grave liU her temper grew 

With an epithet which I decline to repeat hcto. 
No, if Tut were interr'd By Penelope 
Bird, 
No dog would be e'er so be-' wbelp' 'd and bc- 

f'cur't'd- 
All the night long her cantankerous Sprite 
Would be running about in the pale moontigbl. 



stick. 

Slay I— let me see 1— Ay— here it shall U 
At Ihe root of this gsarted and time-worn tree. 

Where Tray and I Would often lie, 
And wirteh the bright clouds at ther Boalid by 
In the brood expanse of tha cleat bine sky. 
When the sun was bidding the wold good-bye 
And the pluntire Nighti^ale, warbling ni|;b, 
Pout'd forth her mourafnl mehidy ; 
While the tender Wood-pigeon'* cooing cry 
Has made mo say to myselJ, with a sigh. 
' How nice you would eat with a steak in a pic ! 
At, here It shall be 1 — far, far from the vie» 
OJ the noisy world aid it< maddening crcn. 

Simple and few, Tender and true 
Tlie line* o'er his grave. — They base, some -A 

The advonlagc of being remarkably now. 



AfBJction sor 
Physicians wen 

Grown blind, alt 
And that pat him 



Epitaph. 
Long time he bore. 



any rhyme tha 

.9 to pleasing the 'eye,' Tisn't worth 
Since Moore and Tom t&mpbell themselves 

' Spinach 
I* perfectly utipboaeUc to Owenwich,') — 



[try 
'hile to 



No !— 1 sbontd not know where To place him 

I would not have him by soily Johnson be ; — 
Or tbat queer -looking hoisc that ii rolling on Pen- 
sonby;— 



THE INOOLDSBT LEOENDS. 



nd br look'i] mnrounibdlx flnrTieil. 
K bolta) lav « llluiul wtpg hli •but. 
od the LuidlAj; KfU r ium bnrrlAl, 
9>w him igiln at deid nf night. 

tvlgr<l th« [UcUr hoDHiUi UK lithi 
' the pa-lunp brllLIAOtlj burtilng. 




igi of «i bononnbls bmllTi-^nvirl j i 
iibj*.— hi* IndinnI nt ts Tril lb* 
mic ippelUUofu ' at mj next tano ni _ 
ritb rhTBiB nor rhrthm. 1 ibi 



A wink comei st; From that liniftei eje — 
HaicT-ficed Dick at once leti Bj, 
And knocks olf the head of ^oong Ilimiltaa Tighe t 

Tbere'i a ladj lite lonely in bower and hall, 

Her pam and handmaidena tatae at her call : 

' Kow, haita je, mj handmaldou, haste and lee 

How he liti tb«e aiid glow'n with hu head oa hn knee I' 

The maidens smile, and, her thought to d«troj. 

They liTJng her a little, pale, meaiy-faced bo^ ; 

And the mealy-fMed bor sajs, ' Mother, deaj'. 

Now Hamilton'! dead, 1 ve a Ihonund a-jear 1 ' 

The lady has donn'd her mantle and hood. 

She is bound for shrift at St. Mary's Rood r— 

•Oh I the taper shall bam, and the beU shall toll. 

And the maai ahall be said (oi mj step-son's Nol, 

And the tablet fair shall bo hung od high, 

OraU pro animi HamQUm TigSe.' 

Her coach and four Draws ap lo tha door. 
With her groom, and her footman, and half-a-More 
The ladj itepi into ber coach alone, [more ; 

Thej hear her aigh, and thej bear her groan, 
Thej close the door, tad they tnm the pin, 
But Ihm'i One ridet with ^ Uiat never dtpt int 
All the waj there, aod ali the way back. 
The hamasi itraina, and the coach-springt crack. 
The horses tnort, and plnnge, and kick, 
Till the coachman thi^ he is driving Old Nick : 
And the grooms aod tha footmen wonder, and say, 
' What makes the old coach so heaTj to-day ? ' 
Bnt the mealj-faced boy peepa in and sees 
A man sitting there with hii head on his knees! 



EMTCiy add that vtcij jumuv^i^ ui tnr auirj uia 

Ih' il«Bi> ui Kiadlr, and that niaoT ' p«*na 
coDiitj of Birki, vbo nil TwUtcud Sii Oaon 
tkia icalnit OlbnUir, wouU, U Ihrj ven bow 
teMlnonr U ibe trath of irrtTj ^llabl*. 



«. gladlj imt 



LEGEND OF HAMILTON TIQHE. 

THE Captain is walking bis quarter-deck, 
With a tronbled brow and ■ bended neck ; 
One eye is down through the hatchway cast. 
The c4her turns np to Uie track on the mast ; 
Tet none of the crew may lentuit to hint 
' Our Skipper hath gotten a sinieter aqaint I ' 
The Cutain a^n the letter hath read 
Which the bum-boat woman brought out to Spithead— 
StiU, since the good ship saii'd away. 
He reads that letter threo times a-day ; 
Tet the writing is broad and fair to see 
As a Skipper may read, in his degree. 
And the se«l is si black, and aa broad, and as flat, 
As his own cockade io his own cock'd hat : 
He reads, and he says, as he walks to and (n, 
' Curse the old wumui — she bothers me so ! ' 
He pansu now, for tbe topmen hail — 
' On the larboard qnarter a sail 1 a sail ! ' 
That grim old Caolain be turns him quick. 
And bawls throngh big tnmipet for Hairr-faced Dick. 
■ The bieeie is blowing — hu»a I hniia t ' 



The breeae is blowing- 



iway 1 away I 



The breeae ii blowing — a race I a 

The hreeu is blowine — we near the chasel 

Blood will flow, and bullet* will fly,— 

Oh, where will be then yoong Hamilton Tighe ? ' 

— ' On the foeman'i deck, where a man should be, 

With a sword in his hand, and his foe at his knee. 

Cockswain, or boatswain, or reefer may try, 

n board will be Hamilton Tighe ! 




That Hairy-faced man is sallow and wan. 
And his great thick pigtail is wither'd and gone ; 
And be crios ' Take away that lubberly chap 
That sita there and grins with his head in Gis lap ! 
And the neigbbons say, as they see him look sick, 
'What a ram old corey, is Hairy- faced Dickt' 
That Admiral. I«dy, and Hairy-faced m 



They may die to-morrow, or live till next year, — 
But whererer they lire, or whaDSrer they die, 
Theyll nerer get quit of yvnng Hamilton l^hel 



Tbe When.— the When,— 
itmttn apok for IbFmseK 

Tba Abtcf.' are Ikt Rtniina f 
tnlihu TempUn, iKiiUa » 
pnerall]' q«lt and 



<v.— of the niueedlri^ 



onwbrlonEfngi 
Swtnksfleld. or, 

. , _, , jKlDcfield V' l" _ 

FDnch tjKt of ammoa Unci now ODdrrfglnt tlM pmeaa of 
eDoloenn, and a4J°tnlDR Ibe voodaand ariBla tandaefTapplu- 
toB. u the dUUnix of Kint Iwo mUta tnnB tk* Hall, to tbe 



But the first m 



Hatiy-faeed Dick hath a swarthy hue, 
Betweea a giagerbreod-ant and a Jew, 

And his pigtail is long, and bushy, and thick. 
Like a pump-handle stuck on the end of a dick. 
Haiiy-faced Dick understands his trade; 
He stands by the breech of a long carronade. 
The linstock glows in hli bony hand, 
Waitiag that grim old Skipper's command, 
' The bullets are flying — hoiia ! — hnzia 1 
The bullets ue flying— away !— awny 1 '— 
ne brawny boarders mount by (he chains, 
Anl are erer their buckles in bluud and in braias : 
Go the foman's deck, where a man should he, 

Toang Hamilton Tighe Waves his cotlam high, 
And Onjnlatns Orapaud bends low at his knee. 
Hoiiy-faead TXek, liastock in hand. 
Is routing that grim-looking Skipper*s command :— 



. ... hall or in bower, 
Wherever the place, whatever the hour. 
That tmly mut(«rs. and talks to the air. 
And her eye is fix'd on on empty chair : 
But the nieiily-faced boy stiil wiiispcn with dread, 
' She talks lu a man with never a head '. ' 

There's an old Yellow Admiral living at Bath, 

As (trey as a badger, m thin as a lath ; 

And bis rery quear eyes have such very queer leers. 

They seem \b bo trying to peep at his ears. 

That old Yellow Admiral goes to the llooms. 

And he plavs long whist, but he frets and be fumee, 

Fnt all bia Knacn stand upside down, 

And the Jpu-k of Clubs docs nothing hut frown ; 

And the Kings, and (he Acce, and all the beat trumi.s 

Get into the banda of the other old frumps : 

While close to his partner, a man bs sees 

Counting the tneks with his head on hii kne™. 

In Katcliffe Highway there's an old marine st"re, 

And a great black ^.ull hanps nut of the dnor; 

There nre niiity locks, and dusty bogs. 

And musty phials, and fustT rage. 

And a Italy old woman, call'd Thirsty Nan, 

And her crusty old husband'j a Hairy-faced mnn I 



THE WITCHES' FROLIC. 

[Scene, the * Soanerr ' at Tapptagto n - QraBd;iapa In a Ufb- 
tmcktd cuw-botMinEd rlbow-chalr ef (aned inluat-ln« 
doaUja; blA noae at an anile of fi>TtT-llTB de^reea. — Mi 
thnmba iIdwI^ pn-fond tba mtatojy BoUon dHcribeil br 
FtddUiw.'— Tba ■ Htna o( the fkmU^'' 
'Ick, with bornl^oA ninmehlo«, and 
<d In hia cap " 

COME hither, come hither, my litUe boy Ked! 
Come hither unto my knee — 
I cannot away with that horrible din. 
That uxpenny dmm, and that trumpet of tin. 
Oh, better to wander frank and free. 
Through the Fur of good Saint Bartlamy, 
Then Est to such awful minstrclBeL 
Now lay, little Ned, thOM nuisancai by. 
And I'll rede ye a lay of Qrammarye. 
[Qrandpapi rlKth.^awnnh like iho crater of an axthict Tol«D^ 
proondeth elowlj lo Ibe window, and apoaODphlacCi iba 
ADbrj'.DlbedlManee.] 
I love tbr tower. Grey Bun, 
I joy thy tonn to see, 
Tboagh reft of all. Cell, cloister, and hall, 
Nothing is left aave a totterine will 
That, awfully grand and darkly dull, 
Threaten'd to »1I and demolish my ^uU, 
As, ages ago, I wander'd along 
CarelMS thy grass-grown courts amoog. 
Id iky-Une jacket, and trousen laced, 
Tbe fatter nncammealy short in the waist. 
ThoQ art dearer to me, thou ruin gray. 
Than the Saoire's verandah over the way ; 
And fairer, I ween. The ivy sheen 
That tby mouldering turret binds, 
Than the Alderman's house about halt a mile off. 

With tbe green Venetian blinds. 
Full many a tale wcnild my Qrandam tell. 

In many a bygone day. 
Of darksome deeds, which of old befell 

In thee, thou Bnin grey t 
And I the readint ear would Irod, 
And (tare like frightonad pig 1 
While my Grandfather's hair wmildhkTe stood np on end. 

Had he not worn a wig. 
One tale I remember of micUe dread — 
Now lithe and lisUn, ny little b«7 Ned 1 

Than maTest have read, my little boy Ned, 
Though thy mother thine IdlesM blamea. 

Id Doctor OoldamiUi's history book, 
Of a gentlemu call'd King Junes, 

In qniltod doublet, and great trunk breschea. 

Who held in abhorrence Toliacoo and Witche*. 



And her days we know, Wer« aU of them so 
While the Court poets aimg, and the Court gallan 
Uiat the days were at golden still ai before. [sno 
Some people, lis true, a tronblcGome few, 

Who historical points would nnsettle. 
Have lately thrown out a sort of a doubt 

Of the genuue ring of tbe metal ; 
Bnt who can believe to a monarch so wis* 
People would date tall a parcel of lies ! 



THE WITCHES' FROLIC. 



—Well, then, in good King James's days,— 

Golden or not does not nuttter a jot, — 

Ton Bain a sort of a roof bad got : 

For tboogh, repairs lacking, its walls had been cracking 

Since Harrv the Eighth sent its people a-packing, 

Though joists, and floors, And windows, and doois 
Had all disappeared, jet pillars bj scores 
Bemain*d, and still propp'd up a ceiling or two. 
While the belfiy was almost as good as new ; 
Ton are not to suppose matters looked just so 
In the Buln some two hundred years ago. 

Just in the farthermost angle, where 

There are stiU the remains of a winding-stair. 

One turret especially high in air 

Uprear*d its tall gaunt form ; 
As if defying the power of Fate, or 
The hand of ' Time the Innovator ; ' 

And though to the pitiless storm 
Its weaker brethren all around 
Bowing, in ruin had 8trew*d the ground. 
Alone it stood, while its fellows lay strew*d. 
Like a four-bottle man in a company ' screw*d,* 
Not firm on his legs, but by no means subdued. 

One night — *iw98 in Sixteen hundred and six, — 
I like when I can, Ned, the date to fix, 

The month was May, Though I can't well say 
At this distance of time the particular day — 
But, oh I that night, that horrible night ! 
— Folks ever afterwards said with affright 
That they never had seen such a terrible sight. 

The Sun had gone dovnx fieiy red ; 

And if, that evening, he laid his head 

In ThetU^s lap beneath the seas. 

He must have scalded the goddoss*s knees. 

Ho left behind him a lurid track 

Of blood-red light upoft clouds so black, 

That Warren and Hunt, with the wEole of their crew, 

Could scarcely have given them a darker hue. 

There came a shrill and a whistling sound, 
Above, beneath, beside, and around. 

Yet leaf ne'er moved on tree I 
So that some neople thought old Beelzebub must 
Have been lock*d out-of-doors, and was blowing the dust 
From the pipe of his street-door key. 
And then a hollow moaning blast 
Came, sounding more dismally still than the last, 
And the lightning flash'd, and the thunder gn>wl*d. 
And louder and louder the tempest howl'd, [stagger a 
And the rain came down in such sheets as would 
Bard for a simile short of Niagara. 

Bob Gilpin * was a citizen ; * 

But though of some ' renown,' 
Of no great ' credit ' in his own, 

Or any other town. 

He was a wild and roving lad, 

For ever in the alehouse boozing ; 
Or romping, — ^whicb is quite as b^,^ 

With female friends of his own choosing. 

And Bob this veiy day had made. 
Not dreaming such a storm was brewing. 

An assignation with Miss Slade, — 
Their trysting-place that same gray Buin. 

But Gertrude Slade became afraid, 
And to keep her appointment unwilling, 

When she spied the rain on her window-pane 
In drops as big as a shilling ; 

She put off her hat and her mantle again, 

* Heu never expect me in all this rain I ' 

But little he recks of the fears of the sex, 

Or that maiden false to her tryst could be. 
He had stood there a good half hour, 
Ere vet had commenced that perilous shower. 
Alone by the txysting-tree ! 

Bobin looks east, Bobin looks west. 

But he sees not her whom he loves the best : 

Bobin looks up, and Bobin looks down, 

But no one comes from the neighbouring town. 

The storm came at last, — loud roared the blast, 
And the shades of evening fell thick and fast ; 
The tempest grew ; and tibe straggling yew. 
His leafy umbrella, was wet through and through ; 
Bob was half dead with cold and with fright, 
When he spies in the Bnins a twinkling light — > 
A hop, two skips, and a jump, and straight 
Bob stands witliin that postern gate. 

And there were gossips sitting there, 
By one, by two, by three : 
Two were an old ill-f avour*d pair : 



But the third was young, and passing fair, 
With laughing eyes, and with coal-black hair ; 

A daintie quean was she I 
Bob would have given his ears to sip 
But a single salute from her cherry lip. 

As they sat in that old and haunted room, 
In each oue^ hand was a huge birch broom, 
On each one*s head was a steeple-crown*d hat, 
On each one's knee was a coal-black cat ; 
Each had a kirtle ci Lincoln green — 
It was, I trow, a fearsome scene. 

Now riddle me, riddle me right. Madge Gray, 
What foot unhallowed wends tnis way ? 
Goody Price, Goody Price, now areed me right, 
Who roams the old Buins this drearysome night ? 

Then up and spake that sonsie quean. 

And she spake both loud and clear: 
' Oh, be it for weal, or be it for woe, 
Enter friend, or enter foe. 

Bob Gilpin is welcome here ! — 

' Now tread we a measure ! a hall ! a hall I 
Now tread we a measure,' quoth she — 

The heart of Bobin Beat thick and throbbing — 
< Boving Bob, thread a measure with me ! ' 

* Ay, lassie I ' quoth Bob, as her hand he gripes, 

* Though Satan himself were blowing the pipes ! ' 

Now around they go, and around, and around. 

With hop-skip-and-jump, and frolicsome bound, [ing. 
Such sailing and gliding, Such sinking and slid- 
Such lofty curvetting. And grand pirouetting ; 

Ned, vou would swear that Monsieur Gilbert 

And Miss Taglioni were capering there I 

And, oh ! such awful music I ne*er 

Fell sounds so uncanny on mortal ear. 

There were the tones of a dying man*8 groans 

Mix'd with the rattling of dead men*s bones : [squeaks, 

Had you h^urd the shrieks, and the squeals, and the 

You'd not have forgotten the sound for weeks. 

And around, and around, and around they go, 
I Heel to heel, and toe to toe, 
Prance and caper, curvet and wheel. 
Toe to toe, and heel to heel. 

* 'Tis merry, 'tis mtilry. Cummers, I trow. 

To dance thus beneath the nightshade bough ! ' — 

< Goody Price, Goody Price, now riddle me right. 
Where may we sup this frolicsome night ? ' 

< Mine host of the Dra^n hath mutton and veal I 
The Squire hath partndge, and widgeon, and teal I 
But old Sir Thopas haA daintier cheer, 

A pasty made ot the good red deer, 

A nuge grouse pie, and a fine Florentine, 

A fat rofut goose, and a turkey and chine.* 

•^' Madge Gray, Madge Gray, 

Now tell me, I pray, 

Where's the best wassail bowl to our roundelay ? ' 

— * There is ale in the cellars of Tappington Hall, 
But the Squire * is a churl, and his drink is small ; 

Bline host of the Dragon Hath many a flagon 
Of double ale, lambs' wool, and eau de vie, 

But Sir Thopas, the Vicar, Hath costlier liquor, — 
A butt of the choicest Makpoitie. 

He doth not lack Canary or sack ; 
And a good pint stoup of Ciaiy wine 
Smacks merrily off with a turkey and chine I ' 

< Now away t and away 1 vrithont delay, 
Hey Cockahrum ! my Broomstick gay ! 
We must be back ere the dawn of the day : 
Hey up the chimney I away I away ! ' 

Old Goody Price Mounts in a trice. 
In showing her legs she is not over nice ; 

Old (Soodj Jones, All skin and bones. 
Follows * like winking.' — Away go the crones, 
Knees and nose in a line with the toes. 
Sitting their brooms like so many Ducrows ; 

Latest and last The damsel passed, 
One glance of her coal-black eye soe cast ; 
She kughed with glee loud laughters three. 
* Dost fear. Bob Gilpin, to ride with me ? ' 
Oh, never might man unscathed espy 
One single glance from that coal-black eye. 
— ^Away she flew ! — Without more ado 
Bob seizT' and mounts on a broomstick too, 
' Hey up the chimney, lass I Hey, after you I ' 

It*s a very fine thing, on a fine day in June, 
To ride through the air in a Nassau Balloon ; 

* Stephen Ingoldsby, rariuuned ' The Niggard/ second oon«in 
and Boocesdor to 'The Bad Sir Gil«*JS* (VUfUtlon of Kent, 1666.) 
Fbr an aeeoant of his murder bj burglars, and their sabaeqnent 
execQtion, see Dodaley'a 'Remarkable Triala,* Ice. Lond. 1776, 
vol. IL p. 364, ex the present volume, Art. * Hand of Qlory.* 



But you'll find very soon, if you aim at the Moon 
In a carriage like that, youVe a bit of a * Spoon,' 

For the largest can't fly Above twenty miles high, 
And vou're not half way then on your journey, nor ni^ : 

While no man alive Could ever contrive, 
Mr Green has declared, to get higher than five. 
And the soundest Philosophers hold that, perhaps, 
If you reach'd twenty miles your balloon would collapse, 

Or pass by such action The sphere of attraction. 
Getting into tne track of some comet— Good- lack I 
Tis a thousand to one that you'd never come back ; 
And the boldest of mortals a danger like that must fear, 
Bashly protruding beyond our own atmosphere. 

No, no ; when I try A trip to the sky, 
I shan't so fai that thing of yours, Mr Gve, [Beazly 
Though Messieurs Monck Mason, and Spencer, and 
All jom in saying it travels so easily. 

No; there's nothing so good As a pony of wood~ 
Not like that which, of late, they stuck up on the gate 
At the end of the Park, which caused so much dc^tc, 
And gave so much trouble to make it stand straight, — 
But a regular Broomstick — you'll find that the 

favourite-— 
Above all, when, like Bobin, you havent to pay for it 

— Stay — ^really I dread — I am losing the thread 
Of my tale ; and it's time you should be in your bod, 
So lithe now, and listen, my little boy Ned ! 



The Vicarage walls are lofty and thick, 
And the copings are stone, and the sides are brick ; 
The casements are narrow, and bolted and barr'd. 
And the stout oak door is heavy and hard ; 
Moreover, by way of additional guard, 
A great big dog runs loose in the yard. 
And a horse-shoe is nail'd on the threshold sill, — 
To keep out aught that savours of ill, — 
But alack I the chimney-pot's open still I 
— That great big dog l)egins to quail. 
Between his hind-legs he drops his tail. 
Crouch'd on the ground, the terrified hound 
Gives vent to a very odd sort of a sound ; 
It is not a bark, loud, open, and free, 
As an honest old watch-dog's bark should be ; 
It is not a yelp, it is not a growl. 
But a something between a whine and a howl, 
And, hark I — a sound from the Mrindow high 
Besponds to the watch-dog's pitiful cry : 
It is not a moan. It is not a groan : 
It comes from a nose, — but is not what a nose 
Produces in healthy and sound repose. 
Tet Sir Thopas the vicar is fast asleep, 
And his respirations are heavy and deep I 

He snores, 'tis tree, but he snores no more 
As he's aye been accustom'd to snore before, 
And as men ol his kidney are wont to snore ; — 
(Sir Thopas's weight is sixteen stone four ;) 
He draws his hreSh like a man djstress'd 
By pain or grief, or like one oppress'd 
By some ugly old Incubus pereh'd on his breast. 

A something seems To disturb his dreams, 
And thrice on his ear, distinct and clear. 
Falls a voice as of somebody whispering near 
In still small acc^its, faint and few, 
* Hey down the chimney-pot I — ^Hey after you ! ' 

Throughout the Vicarage, near and far. 
There is no lack of bolt or of bar ; 

There are plenty of locks To closet and box, 
Tet the pantry wicket is standing ajar I 
And the litUe low door, through which you mn^t go, 
Down some half-dozen steps, to the cellar below, 
Is also unfasten'd, though no one may know. 
By so much as a guess, how it comes to be so : 

For wicket and door. The evening before, 
Were both of them lock*d, and the key safely placed 
On the bunch that hangs down from the Housekeeper's 
waist 

Oh t twas a jovial sight to view 

In that snug little ceUar that frolicsome crew I — 

Old Goody Price Had got something nice, 
A turkey-poult larded with bacon and spice ; — px>n^. 

Old Goody Jones Would touch nought that had 
She might just as well mumble a parcel of stones. 
Goody Jones, in sooth, had got never a tooth. 
And a New-College pudding of marrow and plums 
Is the dish of all oUiers that suiteth her gmns. 

Biadge Gray was picking The breast of a c|i ickon . 
Her coal-black eye, with its glance so sly, 
Was fix'd on Bob Gilpin himself, sitting by 
With his heart full oflove, and his mouth full of pic , 

Grouse pie, with hare In the middle, is faro 
Which, duly concocted with science and care, 
I Doctor Kitohener says, is beyond all compare ; 



And A Undercr leveret Bobin bod Qorer ite; 
So, ID kf lei' times, oft hs not trout to issranits. 
' Kow pledze w« the wine-cup !— « bealUi t — ■ health 
Sweet are tlie pleuone obtain'd hf (tetJth I 
Fill nji I fill up 1 — the brim of the cup 
Is the part that aye holdelh thi tooUuoin«t inp I 
Here's to tliee, Goodv Price I— Goodjr Jonei, tolhse I- 
To tbcr, RuviBg Boil 1 ud Bgain to me I 
Many t eip, nrvn- a slip 
Cuuie lo tu four 'twill the cup and the Up I" 
The cups put quick, The totuta Ay tkitk, 
Kob tries m Taiu out their meaning to pick. 
But bear* the voids 'Scratch,' aad 'Old I 

Mure fainiliar growi], Now he ttandi t 
Voluoteeiing to give them a (oaat of hit owr 

' A baniper ' " "'" 



['Nick.' 
iger,' and 



All ieetn'd «■ theil liqut 
But the b(st of the joltt 
Those uorda which the party K«m'd abnort to choke, 
Aa bj meDtioDing Noah ume ipell bad been brdce, 
Every bodI in the house at that tnatant awoke '. 
And, hearing the dia from barret and binn, 
Droir at ODCe the coacIosiOD that thie*ea had got in. 
Up iump'd the Cook and caught hold of hei cpit : 
Up jomp'd the Qroom and to«k bridle sad bit ; 
Up jiunp'd the Gardener and thonlder'd hia spade; 
Up jniirp'd the ScHllion,~lhe Footman,— the Mud; 
(The two last, by the way, Dccoaioned some scandal, 
By appearing together with only one eandlcj 
Wbich gave for unpleasant gnnnisee some handle ;) 
Up jnmp'd theSwineherd,— andnp jumn'dthebiglioy, 
A nondMciipt under him, acting as Pig-ooy ; 
Butler. Housekeeper, Coachman — from bott«n to (op 
Eve-ybody jump d up without parley or stop, [drop,^ 
With tbe weapon which first m their way chanced to 
Whip, tcanuing-pan, whig-block, mug, musket, and 
if,op. [fear, 

I,ast r>f all doth appear. With aome aymptonu of 
Sir Thojms in person to bring up the rear, 
lu a iiux'd kind uI coetume half PonUficalibm. 
Half what Mholars denominate Pure tlaturalibiu ; 

Nay, the truth to express, A« yonll easily gue««, 
Tlii'y havr none of them time to attend much to drefl ; 

Bui lie, or She, As tbe cue nay be. 
He nr Slie seizes what He or She pleases, 
Truuk-busen or kirllce, and shirts or chemiMs, 
And fhiLB one and all, great and small, short and tall, 
Muslim at once in the Vicarflgc hall, 
With Dpstanding locks, Eturtiog eyes, shorten'd breatb, 
Like (he folks in tbe Gallei? Scene in Macbeth, 
When Macduff is announcing their Sovereign's dMth. 
And bark I — what accents clear and strong, 
To (lie listening throng came floating along I 
Tis Hiilim encoring himself in a King — 

' Very good song I very well sung t 

Jirily companions every one I ' 
On, on to the cellar 1 away I away I 
On, on to the cellar without more delay 1 
The H hole jmut rush onwards in battle-array — 
Conceive the dismay of the" par^eo gay, 
Old Goody Jones, Goody Pnco, and Hadge Gray, 
When the door bursting wide, they descried the allied 
Trmips, pre]iared for the onsluigbt, roll in like a tide. 
And the spits, and the tongs, and the pokers beside I — 
' Boot and saddle's the word I monnt, Cnmmeis, and 

Alarm was ne'er eansed more strong and indigenous 
By cut among tats, or a hawk in a pigeon-house; 

Quick from the view Away thcT all flew, 
With a rell, and a screech, and a halliballoo, 
' Hey up the chimney t Hey after you 1 ' — 
Tlic Vouciana themselves made an exit less speedy 
Fiuiii Corioli, ' flutter'd like doves 'by Macready- 

Tliey are gone— aave one, Eobin alone ! 
Itobin, whose high slate of civiliiation 
I'ri.'cludeB aH idea of aerostation ; 

And who now has no notion Of more locomotion 
Tlhin sofl^lces to kick, with much seal and devotion, 
liight andleftatOieparty.whoponncedon theirvietim. 
And nianl'd him, and kick'd ban, and lick'd him, and 

prick'ri him. 
As thfv bore him away scarce aware what was done. 
And believing it all but a part of the fun, 
IJie— hifcongbing out the same strain hc"d begin, 
■Jul— jolly companions everyone! ' 

Moruing grev Scarce bunts into day 
Err at TuppinKl'in Hall Iheri's the deuce to pay ; 
'I ill Lil'k''. and choiis arc all pbr«d in array 



THE JNQOLDSBY LEGENDS. 

In the old oak-parlour, and in and oat 

Domeatirs and neightwurs, a motley rout. 

Are walking, and whispering, and standing about ; 

And the Squire is (here In his largo arm-chair, 
Leaning back with a grave magisterial air; 

In the front of aseat a Huge volume, called Fleta, 
And Bracton, a tome of an old-fashioned look, 
And Coke upon Lytlelton, then a new book ; 

And he moistens his lips With occasional sips 
From a luscious lack-powet tliat smiles in a tankard 
Cloe by on a side-table— not that he drank hard. 

But because at that day, I hardly need aav. 
The Hong Merchants had not yet invented How Qua, 
Nor (B y^ would you see Souchong or Bohea 
At the tables of persons of any degree ; 
How onr ancertois managed to do without tea 
I most Urly confess is a mystery to me ; 

Tet your Lydgites and tThancera 

Had no cups and saueeis ; 
Thnr taiakfast, in fact, and the beat they could get. 
Was a sort of a d^'runer a la fonrdtetU ; 

Instead of our slops They had cutlets and chops, 
And sack-posets, and alg in stoups, tankards, and pots ; 
And they woond up the meal with mmpateaks and 

Now the Souire lifts his hand With 



And gives them a sign, which they all 

understand 
To bring in the culprit ; and straigbtwav 

the carter pnartyr 

And huntsman drag in that onfortonate 
Still kicking, and Crying, 'Come, — what 

■re.you arter?" [clear 

The charge ia prepared, and the evidence 
' He was caaght in the cellar a driuk ng 

the beer! [to fear 

And came there, there's very great reason 
With companions, — to say bat the least of 

them, — queer. 
Such as Witches, 
With horrible features, 



[graver 
The face of bis worship grows graver and 
As tho parties detail Bobin's sumeful be 
havionr ; [recitmg 

Mister BniiBrd, the derk, while the tale is 
Sits down to reduce tbe aSair into writing f!^'_ 
With all proper diction, 
And dne ' legal fctioo :' ' 
Via.: ■ThathethesaidpTisaoer.ascleM'iy 
was shown, [known. 

Conspiring with folks to deponents un- 
With divers, that ia to say, two thousand 

people. 
In two thonsand hats, eachhatpeak'd likes 

'With force and with arms. 

And with sorcery and ctiarms, 

Upon two thoosand brooms ; 
Enter'd four thousand rooms, 
To wit, two thousand pantries and two thousand ceQnn, 
Put in bodily fear twenty thousand in-dwellen, 
And with sundry— that is to say, two thonsand— forks, 
Drew divers— that ia to say, ten thousand — corks. 
And, with malice prepense, down their two thouMod 

throtUes 
Emptied rarions— that is to say, tentbouaand — bottles ; 
All in breach of the peace, — moved by Satan's ma- 
lignity — [Dignity.' 
And in spite of King James, and his Crown and his 

At words so profound Sob gaias around. 
But no glance sympathetic to cheer him is found. 

—No glance, did I say? Yes, one I— Madge 

She is there in the midst of the crowd standing by. 
And she givee him one glance from her coal-lSack eye. 
One touch to his hand, and one word to hia ear, — 
(That's a line which Tve stolen from Sir Waller, I fear,)— 

While nobody near Seems to see her or hear ; 
A* his worship takes up, and surveys, with a strict eye, 
Tbe broom now produced as the oorpus delicfi, [grasp, 

£re his fingers can clasp, It is snatohed from his 
The end poked in his chest witba force makes him gssp. 
And, dnpits the decorum so dne to the Quorum, 
His worship's upset, and so too is hLs jorum ; 
And Madge is astride on the brDom.<tick before 'ein. 
' Eoaa Poau ! Quick, Freita ! and Hey Cotkalsnim ! 
Mount, monnt for your life, Rob '. — Sir Justir«, adieu! — 
— Uey up the chimney-pot ! hey after you 1' 



Through the mystified group. 
With a halloo and a whoop, 

Madge on the pommel, and Bobin en croups. 
The Dair through the air ride as if in a chair. 
While the party below stand month open and state ; 
'Clean bumbaiied' and amaied, and fix'd, all the room 

stick, 
'Oh! what's noe with Botun, — and Madge, — and the 

broomstick ?' 
Ay, ' what's gone ' indeed. Ned ? — of what befell 
Judge Gray, and the broomstick, I never heard tell : 
But Bobin was found, that mom, on the ground. 
In yon old grey Ruin again, safe and sound. 
Except that at first he compUiu'd tnncb of thirst, 
And a shocking bad headache, of all ills the wont, 
And close by his knee A Bask job mi|^t see, 
But an emp^ one, nneOiDg of sint d« rte. 

Bob from this hoor is an alter'd man ; 
Hen 

Sticks tu 

Becomes a Tee-totaller— that is the same 
As Tee-totallen now, one in all but the name ; 
Orowa fond ofSmall-beer, which is always asteady sign, 
Never drinks spirits except as a mcdiune ; 




Learns to despise Coal-black eyes. 
Minds pretty giria no more than so maor Onyi; 
Has a family, Uves to be ^ty, and dies! 



Now, mv little boy, Ned, 



T^7' 



lb off toyour bed. 



terrible nights, youll catch cold in your bead. 
Lsmber my tale, and the moral it teaches. 
Which you'll find much the same as what Solomon 
preachMi [speeches ; 

Dni't flirt with yoilcg ladies t dont practise soft 
Avoid walbes, quadrilles, pumps, silk hc*e and knee- 
breeches ; — 
Frequent not grey Buiiu,^4dinn riot and revelry. 
Hocus Poeui, and Conjuring and all sorts of devilrr ; — 
Don't meddle with broomsticks,— they're Beebebnb's 

Of eellan kem clear, — they're the devil's own ditches ; 
And beware ofballs, Itanqnetings, brandy. and-~«i[(hesl 
Above ^ 1 don't run after black eyes I — if you do, — 



Fdber John Ingoldsbr. U wbo» papen I an laigelj [ThlrbU4 

blbn, a uilM oT^b* bml\J, la Ib'e Romldi blth, •id wu 
cdartled al Dnnal brlht Clioicii. BtsIdH Ilw muascrlpU new 
■1 TipplTifltali be wu tae tulbDIor tmi ooDlrsvnlUl trrUlwa 
«i Vif aniDKllsD bFtirKn lbs Pipal Hluareliy and Uis Nine of 

From hi. wrll-lmown loyillr, erlnMd by tecrd wnlMa la 
tbe Roysl cause Jurlug lUe iWrnonl*. be ww KcrptFd by aaas 



THE JACKDAW OF BEEIMS. 



OBlsfllM Aemgil™tU»r«pl««,btc«iiis»oli«rln(tnderloflli» 
Qimii I>}waRr'i chufl u SmnenM Houh, toA «1>>T«< > "o*') 
l>«ulin DDlil bJi dulb, vhkh took pUa U tbc tbUil jm of 
ijown Ano* (ITCH), milt mlnraqr of nlMlT-.Li.Htwum 
ra:l«UfUc of grtU l«mlnn iDd plMj, bnt ftom Ibp Miff Md 
inllqiuud pbtuHkcgT «blch be adopud. I bars Ibaught K 

■itacLrvulBiDi Uut bkvc QiuTQldMl^lyfrtpt In; Ibe Bubaun« of 
hb DunlLvFibu, lio««Tpr, tbrouprLouIbccn ilrkiLy ulhpred tc. 
Uli hilrihln. iliBoM w (ood u n«<r. Is itUI pRwrvtd d 
TipplimuB.— bul uobodj eitr hm" it. 



THE JACKDAW OF RHEIMS. 






■nltucDi r«:u|KraT>t 



t lUuit 



THE Jackdaw ut on the CaidiiiBl'* chair ! 
Bisliop and abbot and prior were there ; 
Many a monk, and many t i. ax. 
Manj X knigbt, and nianj u squire, 
With tt great many more of lesmT degree, — 
In sooth a goodly company ; 
And they scrred the Lord Primate on bended kuee. 

Never, I ween, Wu a prondai Men, 
Read of in books, or dieamt of in dieaini, 
Than the Cardinal Lord Acchbiahop of Bheinis ! 

Id and ont Throngh the motley ront, 
That little Jackdaw kept hopping abeut : 

Here and there Like a dog in a fair, 

Over comfita and edkes, And dishes and plates, 
Covl and cope, and rochet and palt, 
MJtre and croaier I he bopp'd apoD all 1 

With saucy air. Ha perch'd on the chair 

Wher«, in state, Uie neat Lard Cardinal ut 
In th« great Lord Cardinid'i great red hat ; 

And he pen-'d in the fue OlhiaLotdihip'sGracc 
With a latisfied look, ai if he would ray, 
' We two are the greatest folk* here to-day I ' 

And theptieatairithane, As inch freaks they 9(11? 
Said, > Thq Devil must ba in that little Jackdaw I ' 
The feast tna orer, the board was clear'd 
The'llawns and the cndarda had all disappear'd, 
And six little Singing-bojs, — daar little aonli 1 
In nice clean faca, and mce white itoiea, 

Cume, in order due. Two bj two, 
Marching that grand refectory tluough 1 
A Dice little boy held a golden ewer, 
Emboss'd and ml'd with water, as par« 
As any that flows between Rheims and Namoi, 
Which a nice little boy stood ready to c«teh 
Id a fine KOlden hand-basin made to match- 
Two nice little boys, rather more grown. 
Carried lavender-water, and eaa de Cologne ; 
And a nice litUe boy had a. nice cake of soap. 
Worthy of washing the hands ol the Pope. 

One little l)oy more A napkin bore, 
Of the beet white diaper, fringed witli pink. 
And a Cardioal'i Hat mark'd in ' petnaoeat ink.' 
The great Lord Cardinal Inmi at the sight 
Of these nice little boys dreas'd all in white : 

From his Gnger he drawi His costly tnrqnoise; 
And, not thinking at all aboot little Jiickdawi, 



That UtUe Jackdaw hops off witk the ring I 

There's a cry and a sbont, And a douce of a ront, 
And nobody seems to know what they're about, 
But the moDks have their pockets all tom'd inside out ; 
The frian are kneeling. And hunting, and feeling 
The carpet, the floor, and the walls, and uie ceiling 

The Cardinal drew Off eaen plum-colonr'd shoe. 
And left hit red stockings exposed to the view ; 

He peeps, and he feels In the toes and the heels ; 
They turn up the dishes,— they turn up the plates, — 
Thry tAke up the poker and poke out the grates, 

— They turn up the rugs. They cxaniinc the 
mugs:— [auiol 

But, BO I — no such thing; — They can't find the 
And the Abbot declared that, • when nobody twigg'd it. 
Some rascal or other had popp'd in, and priggd it ; ' 
The Cardinal rose with a dignified look, 
He caU'd lor his caudle, his bell, and bis book t 
In ho!y anger, and I'iou* grief. 
He solemnly cnraed that ti'C.illy Hiirf I 
He cursed him st bo.ird, he cutiCil him in bed ; 
from the sule of his (uot tu the cron-n of his lie^J ; 



He cursed him in sleeping, that every night 
He should dream of the devil, and wake in a fright , 
He corsed him in eating, he cursed him in drinking. 
He cursed him in coughing, in snceiing, in winki~~ 
He coned him in sitting, in standing, in lying ; 
He cursed him in walking-, in riding, in flying. 
He cursed him in living, he cursed him in dying 1 
Never was heard such a terrible cone 1 

But what gave rise To no little mrprise, 
Nobody seem'd one penny the worse ! 

The Jay was gone, The iiiglit came on, 
The Uonks and Uic Friais they search'd till dawn ; 
When the Sacristan saw. On crumpled claw, 
Come limping a poor little lame Jackdaw ; 



droop'd — he could hardly 

His head was as bald as the puliii of your hand ; 

His rye so dim, So wiuteJ each limb. [him '.— 
That, heedless of gram mar, they all cried, -That': 
Thai's the scamp thut has dune this scandalous thing ! 
That's the thief that has got my Lord Cardinal's Ring t 

The poor little Jackdaw, When the monks he saw 
Feebly gave vent to the ghofit of a caw ; 
And tum'd his bald head, as much as to say, 
' Pray ho so good ai to walk this way I ' 

Slower and slower. He limp'd on before, 
Till Ihcy came to the back of the belfiy door, 

When the tint thing tbey saw, 

Midst the slicks and the straw. 
Was the ksq in the nest of that little Jackdaw I 




Wbcn,a5wordiwerBtoof»int, His merits to paint. 
The Conclave determined to make him a Saint I 
And on newly-made Saints and P-ipoi. as yon know, 
It's the custom, at Home, new nami?s to bestow, 
So they canoniied him by the name of Jim Crow t 






Then Iho great Lord Cardinal csJl'd for his book. 
And off that terrible cniM be took ; 

The mute expression Served in lieu of confession, 
And, being thus coupled with full restitution. 
The Jackdaw got plenary absotution I [bird 

—When those words wen heard. That poor little 
Was so changed in a moment, 'twas really absord. 

He grew sleek, and fat ; In addition to that, 
A fresh crop of feathers came thick as a mat I 

His luil waggled more Even than before ; 

But nolonge- " 

Nolo „ 

He bopp'd now about With a gait deroat ; 
At Matins, at Vespers, he never was out ; 
And, so far from any more pilfering deeds. 
He always seem'd telling the Confessor's b««da. 
If any one lied,— or if any one swore, — 
Or slumberd in prayer-time and happen'd to snore. 

That good Jackdaw WouU gire s great ' Caw,' 
A? much OS to say, ' Don't do so any more 1 ' 
While many rcmark'd, as bis manners they saw, 
Thai they ' never had known such a pious Jackdaw ! ' 

He lung lived the pride Of that country side, 
And at lost m the odour of sanctity died ; 



A LAY OF ST. DUNSTAN. 
fftiia |]g[g rttiltrr Ounatan Was ieiat in rt ct ol 
Ininbitli tl uEv. ilui tgmi Kmnniit in Ibi* U 
aibrision. ■ • • 

' Httnn It « biis ll)al SdtntOunsbin bjistvin) ofpcaDn Ihin 
u«6 hi u tonlu m BolDsingilin tonlu tuuii bio nUi"' 'untu iui 
13 rsrortiit jBtlnii.' 

ST. DUNSTAN stood in his ivied toner. 
Alembic, crucible, rU were there ; 
When in came Nick to phiy him a trick. 
In guise of a damsel passing fair. 
Every one knona How the story goec; 
He look up the tongs and caught hold uf bis nose. 
But 1 beg that you won't for a moment tup|KMO 
That 1 mean to go through, iu detail, to joq 
A 11017 at least as trite as Jt'a true ; 

On the tale, bow he treated his monarch and Frii iid. 

When bolting away to a chniiiher remote. 

Inconceivably bored by his 'Witen-gemote, fiitDukin;:, 

Edwy left them all joking. And drinking, and 

imily grand, they'd stand nousense from no liing, 

ButsentlheArchbLihop Their Sovereign to flsh un, 

With a hint that perchance on his crown ho tiiijjht 

feet taps 
Unlets he came back straight and took off his hocl-taps 

[lust not bo plagned ^iith Ihe somo ^torv twice. 
And perhaps haie seen this one, by W. DvcE, 
At the Ho™l Academy, very well done, 
And mark d in the Catalogue Four, seven, one, 
Vou might there view the Saint, who In sable array 'd is, 
Coercing the monarch away from the Ijidies ; 
His right hand has hold of his Majesty's jerkin. 
His left showi the door, and he seems to sny, > Sir King, 
Tour most faithful Commons won't hear of your shirking! 
Quit your tea, and return to your Barclai and rcrkyu. 
Or, by Jingo,* ere morning, no longer alive, a 
Sad victim yan1l lie to your love for Elgivl I ' 

No farther to treat Of this ungoUont feat. 
What I mean to do now-is succinctly lo paint 
One particular fact in the life of the Saint, 
Which, somehow, for want of dae aare, I presume. 
Has escaped the researches of Rapin aikd Hume, 
In recounting a miracle, both of them men who a 
Great deal fall short of Jacques, Bishop of Genoa, 
An Historian who likes deeds like these to record — 
See his Aurea Legtnda, by fdgnkgn br E&larbt. 

St. Dunstan stood again in his tower. 
Alembic, cmcible, all complete ; 

lie had been standing a good nall-hour. 

And now ho utler'd the ivotds ul power, 
And call'd to his Broomstick to bring him a se^ 
The words ol power :— and what be they 
To which e'en Broomsticlui bow and obev 7 
\Vhy,— 'twere uncommonly hard to say,' 
As the prelate I named has recorded none of them. 

What they may be. But 1 know they are thrco. 
And ABRACADABRA, I take it, is one of thnit, 
For I'm told that most Cabaliets use that identical 
Word, written thas, in what they call ' a Pentaclc ' 
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However that be, Youll doubtless Agree 
It -signifies little to 70a or to me, 
As not being dabblers in Gramnuuye ; 
Still, it most be cqnfess^d, for a Saint to repeat 
Such language aloud is scarcely discreet ; 
For, as Solomon hints to folks given to chatter, 
* A bird of the air maj cany the matter ; ' 

And in sooth, Frcon my youth, I remember a 
Insisted on much in my earlier years, [trutli 

To wit, • Little Pitchers have very long ears ! * 
Now, just such a * Pitcher * as those I allude to 
Was outside the door, which his ' ears ' appear'd glued to. 

Peter, the Lay-brother, meagre and thin. 

Five feet one in his sandal shoon, 
While the Saint thought him sleeping. 
Was listening and peeping. 

And watching his master the whole afternoon. 

This Peter the Saint had pick'd out from his fellows, 
To look to his fire, and to blow with the bellows. 
To put on the Wail's-Ends and Lambtons whenever he 
Chose to indulge in a little orfivrerie ; [bred 

— Of course you have read, That St. Dnnstan was 
A Goldsmith, and never qmte gave up the trade ! 
The Company — ^richest m London, *tis said — 
Acknowledged him still as their Patron and Head ; 

Nor is it so long Since a capital song 
In his praise — now recorded their archives among— 
Delighted the noble and dignified throng 
Of their guests, who, the newspapers told the whole town, 
^\^th cheers * pledged the wine cup to Dunstau s renown.* 
When Lord Lyndhurst, The Dcks, and Sir Robert, were 
dininfi; [Twining. — 

At the Ball some time since with the Prime Warden 
— ^I am sadly digressing — a fault which sometimes 
One can hardly avoid in those gossiping rhymes — 
A slight deviation's forgiven ! but then this is 
Too long, I fear, for a decent parenthesis, 
So 111 rein up my Pegasus sharp, and retreat, or 
You'll think iVe forgotten the Lay-brother Peter, 

Whom the Saint, as I said, Kept to turn down 
his bed, [jobs, — 

Dress his palfreys and cobs, And do other odd 

As reducing to writing Whatever he might, in 
The course of the day or the night, be inditing. 
And cleaning the plate of his mitre with whiting ; 
Performing, in short, all those duties and offices 
Abbots exact from Lay-brothers and Novices. 

It occurs to me here You'll pefhaps think it queer 
That St. Dunstan should have such a personage near, 

When he'd only to say. 

Those words, — ^be what they may, — 
And his Broomstick at once his commands would obey. — 

That's true — ^but the fact is *Twas rarely his prac- 
Such aid to resort to, or such means apply, [tice 

Unless he'd some * dignified knot * to untie, 
Adopting, though sometimes, as now, he'd reverse it, 
Old Horace's maxim * wee Brooinstich intertU.* — 
— Peter, the Lay-brother, meagre and thin, 
Heard all the Saint was saying within ; 
Peter, the Lay-brother, sallow and spare, 
Peop'd through the key-hole, and — what saw he there ? — 

Why, — A BBOOMflTlCK BRINOINa A BV6H-BOTTOM'd 
CUAlfi. 

What Sbakspeare observes, in his play of King John, 
Is undoubtedly right. That ' ofttimes the sight 
Of means to do ill deeds will make ill deeds done.' 
Here's Peter, the Lay-brother, pale-faced and meagre, 
A p:ood sort of man, only rather too eager 
To listen to what other ^ople are saying 
W^hen he ought to be minding his business or praying, 
Gets into a scrape, — and an awkward one, too, — 
As you'll find, it you've patience enough to go through 

The whole of the story I'm laying before ye, — 
Entirely from having * the means ' in his view 
Of doing a thing which he ought not to do ! 

Still rings in his ear. Distinct and clear. 
Abracadabra I that word of fear ! 
And the two which I never yet happened to hear. 

Still doth he spy. With Fancy's eye, 
llie Broomstick at work, and the Saint standing by; 
And he chuckles, and says to himself, with glee, 
* Aha ! that Broomstick shall work for me I * 

Hark ! — ^that swell O'er flood and o'er fell, 
Mountain, and dingle, and moss-cover 'd dell I 
List ! — 'tis the sound of the Compline bell : 
And St. Dunstan is quitting his ivied cell ; 

Peter, I wot. Is off like a shot, 
Or a little dog scalded by something that's hot, 
For he hears his Master approaching the spot 
Where he*d listen'd so long, though he knew he ought 
not: 



Peter remember'd his Master's frown — 

He trembled — ^he'd not have been caught for a crown ; 

Howe'er you may laugh He'd rather, by half, 
Have run up to the top of the tower and jump'd down. 

The Compline hour is past and gone, , 
Evening service is over and done ! 

The monks repair To their fruj^al fare, 
A snug little supper of something lignt 
And digestible, ere they retire for the nieht. 
For, in Saxon times, in respect of their cheer, 
St. Austin's rule was by no means severe. 
But allow'd, from the fieverley Boll twonld appear. 
Bread and cheese, and spring onions, and sound table-beer, 
And even green peas when they were not too dear ; 
Not like the Rule of La Trappe, whose chief merit is 
Said to consist in its greater austerities ; 
And whose monks, if I rightly remember their laws. 

Ne'er ore su£fer'd to spcajc, Think only in Greek, 
And subsist, as the Bears do, by sucking their paws. 

Astonish'd I am The gay Baron Geramb, 
With his head sav'ring more of the Lion than Lamb, 
Could e'er be persuaded to join such a set — I 
Extend the remark to Signor Ambrogetti. — 
For a monk of La Trappe is as thin as a rat. 
While an Austin Friar was jolly and fat ; 
Though, of course, the fare to which I allude. 
With as good table-beer as ever was brew'd, 
Was all ^ caviare to the multitude,' 
Extending alone to the clerey, together in 
Hall assembled, and not to Lay-brethren. 
St. Dunstan himself sits there at his post, 

On what they say is Called a Dais, 
O'erlooking the whole of his clerical host. 
And eatine pooch'd eggs with spinach and toast ; 
Five Lay-brothers stand behind his chair, [WHERE ? 
But where is the sixth ? — Where's Peter ? — Ay, 

Tis an evening in June, And a little half -moon, 
A brighter no fond lover ever set eyes on. 

Gleaming and beaming. And dancing the stream 
Has mode her appearance above the horizon ; [in, 

Just such a half-moon a6 you see, in a play, 
On the tujban of Mustapha Miiley Bey, 
Or the faur Turk who weds with the * Noble Lord Bate- 
man : * [great man. 
— FieZe plate in George Croikshank's memoirs of that 

She shines on a turret remote and lone, 

A turret with ivy and moss overgrown, 

And lichens that thrive on the cold dank stone; 

Such a tower as a poet of no mean calibre 

I once knew and loved, poor, dear Reginald Heber, 

Assigns to oblivion * — a den for a She bear ; 

Within it are found, Strew'd above and around, 
On the hearth, on the table, the shelves, and the ground. 
All sorts of instruments, all sorts of tools. 
To name which, and their uses, would puzzle the Schools, 
And make veiy wise people look very like fools : 

Pincers and hooks. And black-lettor books, 
All sorts of pokers and all sorts of tongs, 
And all sorts of hammers, and all that belongs 
To>Goldsmith's work, chemistry, alchymy, — all, 

In short, that a Sage, In that erudite age, 
Gould require, was at hand, or at least within call. 
Li the midst of the room lies a Broomstick ! — and there 
A Lay-brother sits in a rush-bottom'd chair I 

Abracadabra, that fearful word. 

And the two which, I said, I ^ad never yet heard. 

Are utter'd. — 'Tis done ! Peter, full of his fun, 
Cries, ' Broomstick ! you lubberly son of a ^un I 
Bring ale ! — ^bring a flagon — a hogshead — ^a tun I 

Tis the same thing to yon ; I have nothing to do : 
And, 'fore George, I'll sit here, and 111 drink till all's 
blue I ' 

No doubt you've remark'd how uncommonly quick 

A Newfoundland puppy runs after a stick. 

Brings it back to nis master, and gives it him — ^Well, 

So potent the spell, 
The Broomstick perceived it was vain to reW, 
So ran off like that puppy ; — some cellar was near. 
For in less than ten seconds 'twas back with the beer ! 
Peter seizes the flagon ; but ere he can sock 
Its contents, or enjoy what he thinks his good luck, 
The Broomstick comes in with a tub in a truck; 

Continues to run At the rate it begun, 
And, au pied de letirey next brings in a tun I 
A fresh one succeeds, then a third, then another, 
Discomfiting much the astounded Lay-brother; 
Who, had he possess'd fifty pitchers or stoops. 
They all had been too few ; for, arranging in groups 
The barrels, tl^e Broomstick next siarted the hoops : 

* And cold oblivion, midst the rnin laid. 
Folds her dank wing beneath the ivy sbade.—PALESTixs. 



The ale deluged the floor, But, still through the 
door 
Said Broomstick kept bolting, and bringing in more. 
E'en Macbeth to Macduff 
Wovld have cried * Hold I enough ! * 
If half as well drench'd with snch < perUoas stuff,* 
And, Peter, who did not expect sucn a rough visit, 
Cried lustily, < Stop I— That will do, Broomstick! — 
Sufficit ! ' 

But ah, well-a-day I The Devil, they say, 
Tis easier at all times to raise than to lay. 

Again and again Peter roar'd out m vain 
His Abracadabra, and t'other words twain : — 

As well might one try A pack in fuU cry 
To check, and call off from their headlong careei:. 
By bawling out ' Yoicks t ' with one's hand at one's ear 
The longer he roar'd, and the louder and quicker. 
The faster the Broomstick was bringing in liquor. 

The poor Lay-brother knew Not on earth what 
todol 
He caught hold of the Broomstick and snapt it in two. — 
Worse and worse ! — ^Like a dart, Each part made 
a start. 
And he found he*d been adding more fuel to fire, 
For loth now came loaded with Meux's entire ; 
Combe's, Delafields, Uanbury's, Truman's — no 

stopping— ' [in, 

Goding's, Charrington's, Whitbread's continued to dri'p 
With Hodson's pale ale, from the Sun Brewhouse, 

Wapping. 
The firms differ 'd then, but I can't put a tax on 
My memory to say what their names were in Saxon. 
To be sure the best beer Of all did not appear, 
For I've said 'twas in June, and so late in the year 
The ' Trinity audit ale * is not come-at-able, 
— As I've found to my great grief when dining at that 
table. 

Now extremely alarm'd, Peter 8cream*d without eeafing, 
For a flood of brown stout he was up to his knees in. 
Which, thanks to the Broomstick, continued increasing ; 
He fear'd he'd be drown'd. And he yell'd till the 
sound 
Of his voice, wing'd by terror, at last reached the ear 
Of St. Dunstan himself, who had flniah'd hU beer. 
And had put off his mitre, dalmatic, and shoes. 
And was just stepping into his bed for a snooae. « 

His Holiness paused when he heard such a clatter ; 
He could not conceive what on earth was the matter. 
Slipping on a few things for the sake of decorum. 
He issued forthwith from his Sanctum Sanctorum, 
And calling a few of the Lay-brothers near him. 
Who were not yet in bed, and who happen'd to hear 
him. 

At once led the way. Without further dela7. 
To the tower, where he'd been in the course of the day 

Poor Peter ! — alas I though St. Dunstan was quick, 
There were two there before hinv— Grim Death, and 

Old Nick I— 
When they open'd the door, out the malt-liquor flow'd. 
Just as when the great Yat burst in Tott'n ham Court 

Road; 
The Lay-brothers nearest were up to their necks 
In an instant and swimming in strong double X ; 
While, Peter, who, spite ot himself, now had drank 
^ hard, 
After floating awhile, like a toast in a tankard, 

To the bottom had sunk, And was spied by a monk. 
Stone-dead, like poor Clarence, half -drowned and half • 

drunk. 

In vain did St. Dunstan exclaim, ' Vade retro 
Slrongheerum ! — discede a Lay^ratre Peiro! ' — 

Queer Latin, youll say, That prefix of * Lay," 
And Strongheerum ! — I own they'd have called me a 

blockhead if 
At school I had ventured to use such a Vocative ; 
'Tis a barbarous word, and to me it's a query 
If youll find it in Patrick, Morell, or Moreri ; 
But, the fact is, the Saint was uncommonly flurried. 
And apt to be loose in his Latin when hurried ; 
The brown-stout, however, obeys to the letter, 
Quite as well as if talked to, in Latin much better, 

By a grave Cambridge Johnian, Or graver Oxonian 
Whose language, we all know, is quite Ciceronian. 
It retires from the corpse, which is left high and diy ; 
But in vain do they snuff and hot towels i^ply. 
And other means used by the faculty try, [^said ; 

When once a man's dead There's no more to be 
Peter's < Beer with an ' was his * Bier with an t /' 

MOBAU 

By way of a moral, permit me to pop in 

Tne following maxims . — Beware of eaves-droppiag 1 



A hATl OF ST. OENOVLPHBS. 
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Don't make u« of language tiiat isn't well Kaim'd I — 
Don't meddls iritli matlcn joa don't nnderstand I — 
Above «U, what I'd with to imprcsa on both lexn 

kt, Old Nick, and thiee 
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L'Enpoi/«. 

In Goldsnutb'* Hall tbers'i a handsome glan-case. 
And in it a itone figure, fonnd m the place, 
Wbea, tbinkine the M Hall do longer a pleasant one, 
Tiiej puil'd it all dotro and erected the preaent one. 
If jon look. TOnll pfrceiTS that this Itona GgiUB tnitta 
A UiiD^ liko '.Toomsiick in one of ite fists. 
It's so injured bj lime tou can't make D«t ■ feature ; 
Bat it is not St I>un:.ian,~«i doabtfees it's Peter. 



Gcn^IphiLS or, Kfl lip Ifl ujiull^ nyled Id tbis omntrj, 

Mr SlmpklnHD (nm Bitb lud klodlr trinnnlllfd n» a ponloQ 

ud Eilll» bat li jflt nplfK wKh beiutlq of do common ordfr. 
I ua b^ppj Id uj tbat, iLnce Ibtft L««rndi flnt appeand, 1 



BnO Int luni tsM I Hid tfsnEO. 

|sf:i=*5;s::«: 

Elie> J^nUfi. Sin. If tufniti Bcoti igli. 
flna ht ralliB il Bmi iseB KIijiiiid! 
».«,(. fce.»! 
Hi (iQ^ fl Kiit agoBt AlgngD ! 

fsfsr !■ lutu Hill I r""'' Mil 7 
Ibmlu it is, bu 3mise 1 
3 tuBtbi s «— ft •, 6- 
> fUan Bi >!. da' >ei>W - ' 
A LAY OF ST. QENQULPHUS. 
s'DD multQ pon, aenEnlpliii!, In ilama nl dormlcni, oo 
i quodam cleTloo qui com unr« oui adult^raR Bli 
It cvqtoi dum, In iFrelo, In •apuUuram portar«tur, n 



■ Nor night nor daj since he'd been aoa^, 
Had ine had any rest ' the ' TOir'd and declar'd,* 

She 'never could eat one mcwaal of meat. 
For thinking how " poor dear " Gengulphus fared.' 

She ' reallj did think she had not slept a wisk 

Since he left her, although he'd been absent so long.' 
He hare shook his head,— right little he said, 

But he thought she was ' coming it ratliei too strong.' 
Now bis palate she tickles with Uio chops and the picUea, 

Til!, so great the effect of that stiff gin grog, 
His weaken'd body, subdued bj th* toddj, 

Falls out oF the chair, and he lies like a log. 
Then out comes the Clerk from his secret lair ; 

He lifts np the legs, and sha lifts up the bead. 
And, between them, this most reprehensible pair 

Undress poor Gengnlpbas and put him to bed. 

Then the bolster thej place athwart bis face, 
And his ni;;ht-cap into his mouth they cram ; 

And she pinchea his nose andenicalh the clothes. 
Till tha ' poor dear soul ' goas off iike>a lamb. 



G'' 



1 ENGULPBDS comes from the Hoi; I^d, 
_r With his scrip, and his beetle, ahd sandal shoon ; 
Full many a daj hath he been away. 

Yet his Lady deems him retum'd full soon. 
Full many a day hath be been away, 

Yet scarce had he cnss'd ayont the ica. 
Ere a spruce young spark of a Learned Clerk 

Had cail'd on his Lady, and stopped to tea. 
This spruce young enest, so trimlj dreat, 

SUT'd with that Lady her revels to crown; 
They laogh'd, and they ate and they drank of the bcul , 



They would walk in the park, that spruce young Clerk, 
With that frolicsome lady so (rank and free. 

Trying balls and plays, and all manner of ways, 
To get rid ot what French people call'd Ennui. 



There's a flaeon of ale as large as a pail — 

Wben coule on hat, and Etaff in band, [drinking, 
While on nought they are thinking save eating ami 

Qengulphns walks in from the Holy I«nd t 
' You mult be pretty dsep to catch weasels asleep,' 

Says the proverb; that is, ' take the Fair Duawarcs:' 
A maid o'er the banisters chancing to peep, fitairs.' 

Whispers, ' Ma'am, here's QengolpbRS a-conung up- 
Pie, pudding, and soup, the electrified group. 

With the Sagon, pop under the sofa in Itaste, 
And conlrire to depomt the Clerk in the closet, 

As the dish least of all to OeBgnlphos's taste. 
Tlicn oh I what rapture, what joy was exprest. 

When ' poor dear Gengulphus ' at last appear'd 1 
Ebe kiss'd and she pren'd ' uie dear man ' to her breast, 

la spite of his great, long, friuly heard. 
Such hugging and sqaeeiing I twas almost unpleasing, 

A imile on her lip, and a tear in her eye ; * 
She was so very glad, that she seem'd half mad, 

And did not know whether to langfa or to cry. 
Then she calls np the maid and tbe table-cloth's laid, 

And she sends for a pint of tbe best Brown Stout ; 
On the fire, too, she pops some nice mutton chops. 

And she mixes a stiff glan of ' Cold Without.' 




Bat to see now bow strangely things sometimes turn out. 

And that in a manner the least expected I 
Who could sunnise a man ever could rise 

Who'd been thus carbonado'd, cut up, and dissected 
No donbt twonld snrprise the pupils at Gay's ; 

I am no nhhelierer — no man can say that o' me — 
But St, Thomas himself wonldscarcebust hisown eyes 

If he saw sach a thing in his School of Anatomy 



Bishop, a Boyal Divini 
ind the neighbuurhood 
Wish to reCMve a snag party to dine [and urges his 
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And now thev tried the deed to hide ; 

For a little oiid whisper'd, ' Perchance yon may swing ; 
Here's a corpse in the ease with a sad iwell'd face, 

And a Medical Crowner's a queer sort of thing ! ' 
So tha Clerk and wife, they each took a knife. 

And the nippers that uipp'd the loaf-tngar for tea ; 
With the edges and points they severed the joints 

At the clavicle, elbow, hip. ankle, and knee. 
Thus, limb trran limb they dismember'd him 

So entirely, that e'en when they came to hii wrists, 
With these great tugar-nippers they nipp'd off his 
' flippers. 

As the Clerk very Sippantly, termed his fists. 
When thev'd cut off his head, entertaining a dread 

hat folks should remember Gengnlpfaus's face, [it, 
They determined to throw it where no one could know 

Sown tha well, — and the limbs in some different 

But Gut the long beard from the cbin they shear'd, 

And managed lo stnff that sanctified hair, 
With good deal of pusbing, all into the cushion 

That fill'd up tbe seat ^ a large arm-chair. 
They contrived to pack np the trunk in a sack, 

Which they hid in an osier-bed outside tbe town. 
The Clerk bearing arms, legs, and all on bis back, 

As that vile Ur Oreenacre served Mis Brown. 



By chance the Prim ■ . , 

Sends his cards round the neighbuurhood n 

Of tbe rnident clergy, tbe gentry, an<f burgesses. 
At a quarter-past five they are bU alive 

At the palace, for coaches are fast rolling in ; 
And to every guest his card had eipress'd 

' Half -past ' as the hour for ' a greasy chin.' 
Some thirty are seated, and handsomelv treated 

With the choicest Rhine wines in hisfii^hness's stock. 
When a Count of the Empire who felt himself heated. 

Reqaested some water to mix with bis Hock. 

The Botler, who saw it, sent a maid out la draw it, 

Bnt scarce had she given the windlass a twirl, 
Ere Gengnlpbus's head, from (he well's l>Ollom said 

In mild accents, ' Do help us out, that's a good girl I' 
Only fancy her dread when she saw a great hoed 

In her bucket ; — with frisbt she was ready lo drop : — 
Conceive, if you can, how she ronr'd and fht ran,. 

With the bead rolling after her, bawling out ■ Stop '.' 
She ran and she roar'd till she cajne to the board 

Where the Prince Bishop sat with bis party around, 
When Oengulphus's poll, which eontioui^ to roll 

At her heels, on the table bounced up with a bouiiil. 
Never touching tha calet, or tbe dishes or plates. 

The decanters or glasses, the sweetmeats or fruits, 
The head smQcs, and begs them to bring him bis U'l,-^, 

As a well-spoken genllcmBn a«ks fur his boots. 
Kicking open the casement, to each one's amazement, 

Straight a right leg steps in, all impediment Jicorns, 
And near the head stopping, a left followB hopping 

Behind, — for tha left leg was troubled with cunts. 
Next, before the beholders, two great brawny shooiilers. 

And aous on their bent elboni dance throogh the 

VTh'ile two hands assist, thoi^b ninp'd off at the mist, 

The said sbouldcis in bearing a body along. 
They march up to the head, not one sylUblc said, 

For the thirty eucets all stare in wonder and dt]'.t1>t. 
As llie limbs in Uitii sight arrange and unite, [Iroul. 

Till Gengulphus, though dead, looks as sound as a 
I will venture to say, from that bonr to this day, 

Ne'er did such an assembly behold such a scene ; 
Or a table divide fifteen guests of a side 

With a dead body placed in the centre between. 
Yes, they stared— well they might, at so novel a sight : 

No one utter'd a whisper, a sneeie, or a bem. 
But sat all bolt npright. and pale with affright; [them. 

And they gaied at tbe dead man, tbe dead man at 

Tbe Prince Bishop's Jester, on punning intent. 

As he view'd the whole thirty, in jorular temii 
Said, • They put him in mind of a Council of TVfnte 

Engaged in reviewing the Diet of Worms,' 
But what should they do ? — Oh ! nobody knew 

What was best to be done, either stranger or rKidciit; 
The Chancellor's self read his Pnflendorf through 

In vuo, for his books conld not furnish a precedent. 
The Prince Bishop mntter'd a curse and a prayer, 

Which his double capacity hit to a nicety : 
His Princely, or Lay, half induced him to swear. 

His Episcopal moiety said ' BeMdicite! ' 
The Coroner sat on the l)ody that night, [boar,— 

And the jury agreed, — not a doubt conld they h.ir- 
' That tbs chin of the corpse — the sole thing bro^i^lit 
to ligbt— 

Had been recently shaved by a very bad barber.' 
They sent oat Von TaOnsend, Von Biiraie, Von Roc, 

Von Maine, and Von Rowanti— through ch&lets .ij J 
ehfrteaux, 
Ton-ns, villages, hamlet', they told them to go. 

And they stock up placards o~ ""' - "■ 
Btadlhius 



] the walls of '. 



12 



THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. 



* MURDER 1 1 

' WntREA3, a dead gontlcman, surname unknown, 
Has been recently found at his Highness's banquet, 

Rdtbcr sbabbilj drest in an Amice, or gown 
In appearance resembling a second-hand blanket ; 

And Whereas, there's great reason indeed to suspect 
That bomc cril-disposed person, or peiBons, with 
Aforetliought, have kill'd, and oegun to dissect [malice 
The said Gentleman, not very far from the palace ; 

* This is to give Notice ! — Whoever shall seize, 

Ahd such person, or persons, to justicd surrender. 
Shall receive — such Reward — as his Highness shall 
On conviction of him, the aforesaid offender, [please, 

* A nd, in order the matter more clearly to trace [further. 

To the bottom, his Highness, the Prince Bishop, 
Of his clemonry, offers free Pardon and Grace 
To all such as have not been concem*d in the murther. 

*Done this day, at our palace, — July twenty-five, — 
By command. 

(Signed) Johann Von RUssel, 

N.B. 

Deceased rather in years — had a squint when alive ; 
And smells slightly of gin — ^linen marked with a G.' 

The Newspapers, too, made no little ado, 

Though a different version each managed to dish up ; 
Some said ' The Prince Bishop had run a man through,* 

Others said ' an assassin had kill'd the Prince Bishop.' 

The ' Ghent Herald ' fell foid of the • Bruxelles Gazette,' 
The * Bruxelles Gazette,' with much sneering ironical, 

Sc(iru"d to remain in the * Ghent Herald's* debt, 
And the * Amsterdam Times 'quizz'd the * Nuremberg 
Clirouicle.* 

In one thing, indeed, all the journals agreed. 

Spite of * politics,' * bias,' or * party coUision ; * [deed. 

Viz. : to * give,' when they'd ' further accounts ' of the 
' Full particulars * soon, in * a later Edition.' 

But now, while on all sides they rode and they ran, 
Tiying all sorts of means to discover the caitiffs, 

Losing patience, the holy Gengulphus began 
To think it high time to * astonish the natives.' 

Fir t, a Rittmeister's Frau, who was weak in both eyes, 
And supposed the most short-sighted woman' in, 

Found greater relief, to her joy and surprise, [Holland, 
From one glimpse of his * squint* than from glasses 
by DoUond. 

By the slightest approach to th« tip of his Nose, 
Megrims, headache, and vapours were put to the rout ; 

And one single touch of his precious Great Toes 
Was a certain specific for chilblains and gout. 

Bhexmiatics, — sciatica, — ^tic -douloureux I 

Apply to his shin-bones — not one of them lingers ; — 
All bilious complaints in an instant withdrew 

If the patient was tickled with one of his fingers. 

Much virtue was found to reside in his thumbs; 

When applied to the chest Uiey cured scantuess of 
breathing. 
Sea-sickness, and colic ; or, rubb'd on the gmns, 

Were • A blessing to Mothers,* for infants in teething. 

Whoever saluted the nape of his neck, 

Where the mark remain'd visible still of the knife, 
Nofwithbtandlng east winds perspiration might check, 

Was safe from sore-throat for tne rest of his life. 

Thus, while each acute and each chronic complaint 
Giving way, proved an influence clearly divine, 

They perceived the dead gentleiiiAn must be a Saint, 
So they lock'd him up, body and bones, in a shrine. 

Through country and town his new Saintship's renown 
As a fii-st-ratc physician kept daily increasing. 

Till, as Alderman Curtis told Alderman Brown, 
It secm'd as if ' Wonders had never done ceasing.^ 

The Three Kings of Cologne began, it was known, ^ 
A sad falling off in their off'rings to find. 

His feats were so many — ^sttll the greatest of any, — 
In every sense of the word, was — behind j 

For the Gennan Police wer'» beginning to cease 

From exertions which each day more fruitless appear 'd. 

When Gengulphus himself, his fame still to increase, 
Unraveli'd the whole by the help of — his beard I 

H yon look back you'll see the aforesaid harhe </n«, [tor, 
When divorced' from the cliin of its murder'd proprio- 

Had hf'on stuff'd in the seat of a kind of settee, 
(^r d'jTiMe-arnrd chauTj to kc^p the thing quieter. 



It may seem rather strange, that it did not arrange 
Itself in its place when the limbs joiu'd together ; 

P'rhaps it could not get out, for the cushion was stout, 
And constructed of good, strong, maroon-colour'd 
leather. 

Or, what is more likely, Gengulphus might choose. 
For Saints, e'en when dead, still retain their volition, 

It should rest there, to aid some particular views, 
Produced by his very peculiar position. 

Be that as it may, on the very first day 

That the widow Gengulphus sat down on that settee, 
What occurr'd almost frighten'd her senses away, 

Besides scaring her handmaidens, Gertrude and Betty. 

They were telling their mistress the wonderful deeds 
Of the new Saint, to whom all the town said their 

And especiaUy how, as regards invalids, [orisons ; 

His miraculous cures far outrivall'd Von Morison's. 

* The cripples,' said they, * fling then: crutches away, 

And people bom blind now can easily see us 1' — 
But she (we presmne, a disciple of Hume) 

Shook her head, and said angrily, ' Gredat Judxus V 

* Those rascally liars, the Monks and the Friars, [on. — 

To bring grist to their mill, these devices have hit 

He works miracles ! — pooh ! — I'd believe it of you [on 1' 

Just as soon, you great Geese, — or the Chair that I sit 

The Chair I — at that word, — it seems really absurd. 
But the truth must be told,< — ^what contortions and 
grins 

Distorted her face I — she sprang up from her place 
Just as though she'd been sitting on needles and pins. 

For, as if the Saint's beard tlie rash challenge had heard 
Which she uttered, of what was beneath her forgetful. 

Each particular hair stood on end in the chair. 
Like a porcupine's quills when the animal's fretful. 

That stout maroon leather, they pierced altogether. 
Like tenter-hooks holding when clenched from within. 

And the maids cried ' Good gracious ! how very tena- 
cious I 
— They as well might endeavour to pull off her skin ! — 

She shriek'd with the pain, but all efforts were vain ; 

In vain did they strain every sinew and muscle, — 
The cushion stuck fast ! — ^from that hour to her last 

She could never get rid of that comfortless * Bustle !* 

And e*en as Macbeth, when devising the death 
Of his King, heard * the Tery stones prate of his 
whereabouts ;' 
So this shocking bad wife heard a voice all her life 
Crying * Murder I * resound from the cushion, — or 
thereabouts. 

With regard to the Clerk, we are left in the dark 
As to what his fate was ; but I cannot imagine he 

Gbt off scot-free, though unnoticed it be 
Both by Ribadaneira and Jacques de Voragiue : 

For cut-throats, we're sure can be never secure. 

And ' Hi5tory*s Mnse * still to prove it her pen holds. 

As you'll see, if you look in a rather scarce book, [nolds. 
*Ood*8 Revenge against Murder,* by one Mr Rey- 

MORAL. 

Now, yon grave married Pileri^Qs, who wander away. 
Like Ulysses of old (vide Homer and Naso), 

Don't lengthen your stay to three years and a day, [so. 
And when you are coming home, just write and say 

And you, learned Clerks, whoVe not given to roam. 
Stick close to your books, nor lose sight of decorum ; 

Don't visit a house when the master's from home ! 
Shun drinking, — and study the Vitm Sanctorum ! 

Above all, you gay ladies, who fancy neglect 
In your spouses, allow not your patience to fail ; 

But remember Gengulphus's wife I — and reflect 
On the moral enforced by her terrible tale I 



THE LAY OF ST ODILLE. 

/^DILLE was a maid of a dignified race : 

^^ Her fatlier, Count Otto, was lord of Alsace ; 

Such an air, such a grace, Such a form, such a 
All agreed, *twerc a fruitless endeavour to trace [face. 
In the Court, or within fifty miles of the place. 
Many ladies in Strosburg were beautiful, still 
They were beat all to sticks by the lovely Odi>!e. 

But Odille was devout, and, before she was nine, 
Had * experienced a calP she consider'd divine, 
To put on the veil at St Ermengarde's shrine. — 
Lords, Dukes, and Electors, and Counts Palatine 
Came to seek her in marriage from both sides the Rhine ; 

But rain their design. They are all left to pine. 
Their oglings and smiles are all useless ; in fine 
Not one of Uiese gentlefolks, try as they will, 
Can draw, * Ask my papa,* from the cruel Odille. 




Mr Barney Magulre has Uid cUlm to tbe next Saint a§ a 
countrywoman; and* Why wouldn't he?' when all the world 
knowB the O'Della wera a fine ould, ancient family, sated In 
Tlpperary 

' Ere the Ix>rd Mayor stole bis collar of gowld. 
And sowld it away to a trader ? * • 

He la inan!fe»lly wrong ! but, as he very rationally observes, 
' Ko matter fur that,— she's a Saint any way ! ' 

* The ' Ingloriona Memory ' of thifl ould ancient transaction is 
still, wc underatand, kept up in Dublin Ly au annual proclama- 
tion at one of the city gates. Th* Jewel, Vhich has replaced the 
abftracted oraameut, is said to have b?en presented by King 
WfiiUm, and worn by Daniel O'Conndl, ll<q. 



THE LAT or 01 OOILLB. 

At length one of her suitors, a certain Count Herman, 
A highly respectable man as a German, 
Who smoked like a chimney, and drank like a Merman, 
Paid his court to her father, conceiving his finnan 

Would soon make her bend. And induce her to lend 
An oar to a love-tale in lieu of a sermon. [fill I — 

He gained the old Count, who said, * Come, Mynheer, 
Here's luck to yourself and my daughter Odille I * 

The Lady Odille was quite nervous with fear 
When a little bird whispered that toast in her ear : 

She mnrmur'd, * Oh, dear I My Papa has got queer, 
I am sadly afraid, with that nasty strong beer ! 
He's so very austere, and severe, that it's clear 
If he gets in his " tantrums," I can't remain here ; 
But St Ermengardo'i convent is luckily near ; 

It were foUy to stay Pour prendre oong4, 
I shall put on my bonnet, and e'en nm away I * 

She unlocked the back door and descended the hill, 

On whose crest stood the towers of the srre of Odille. 

—When he found she'd levanted, the Count of Alsace 
At first tum'd remarkably red in the face ; 
He anathematized, with much unction and grace. 
Every soul who came near, and coDsign*d the whole race 
Of runaway girls to a very warm place ; 

With a frightful grimace He gave orders for chase : 
His vassals set off at a deuce of a pace. 
And of all whom they met, high or low, Jack or Jill, 
Ask'd, * Pray have you seen anything of Lady Odille ? '— 

Now I think Tve been told,— for I'm no sportmgman,— 
That the • knowing-ones ' call this by far the best plan. 
* Take the lead and then keep it ! '—that is, if you 
Odille thought so too, so she set off and ran, [can. — 

Put her best leg before, StJirting at score, 
As I said some lines since, from that little back door, 
And not being miss'd until half after four. 
Had what hunters call * law ' for a good hour and more ; 
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Doing her best. Without stopping to rest, 
Like ' jonng Lochinvar who came oat of the West.* 
* 'Tis done I — I am gone ! — over briar, brook, and rill 1 
Thejll be sharp lads who catch me I * said joong Miss 
OdiUe. 

But ^onVe all read in iBsop, or Phsdros, or Graj, 
How a tortoise and hare ran together one dajr ; 

How the hare, making play, 

' Progressed right slick away,' 
As * them tarnation chaps ' the Americans say ; 
While ihe tortoise, whose figure is rather ouiri 
For racing, crawFd straight on, without let or star, 
Having no post-hone duty or turnpikes to pay, [grey, 

Till, ere noon s ruddy ray Changed to £Ye*s sober 
Though her form and obesity caused some delay. 
Perseverance and patience brought up her lee- way, 
And she chased her fleet-footed * praycursor * until 
She o'ertook her at last ;— «o it fared with Odille I 



For although, as I said, she ran gaily at first, 

And showed no inclination to pause, if she dunt; 

She at length felt opprest with the heat, and with thirst, 

Its usual attendant ; nor was that the worst, 

Her shoes went down at heel ; at last one ef them burst. 

Now a gentleman smiles At a trot of ten miles ; 
But not so the Fair : then consider the stiles, 
And as then ladies seldom wore things with a frill 
Bound the ankle, these stiles sadly bothered Odille. 

Still despite all the obstacles placed in her track, 
She kept steadily on, though the terrible crack 
In her shoe made of course her progression more slack. 
Till she reached the Swartz Forest (in English the Black). 

I cannot divine, How the bomidaxy line [Rhine — 
Was pass'd which is somewhere there form'd by the 

Perhaps she'd the knack To float o*er on her back — 
Or. perhans, crossed the old bridge of boats at Brisach 
(Which Vauban, some years after, secured from attack 
Br a bastion of stone which the Germans call * Wa<^e ') ; 
All I know is, she took not so much as a snack. 
Till, hungry and worn, feeling wretchedly ill. 
On a niountain*s brow sank down the weary Odille. 

I said on its * brow,* but I should have said ' crown,' 

For 'twas quite on the summit, bleak, barren, and brown, 

And so high that *twas frightful indeed to look down 

Upon Friburg, a place of some little renown, 

That lay at its foot ; but imagine the frown 

That contracted her brow, when full many a clown 

She perceived coming up from that hoiria post-town. 

They had followed her trail, 

And now thought without fail, 
As little boys say, to * lay salt on her tul ; ' 
While the Count, who Imew no other law but his will, 
Swore that Herman that evening should marry Odille. 

Alas, for Odille ! poor dear I what could she do ? 
Her father*s retuners now had her in view. 
As she found from their nusing a jojrons halloo : 
While the Count, riding on at the head of his crew, 
In their snuff -oolour'd doublets and breeches of blue, 
Was huzzaing and ureing them on to pursue — 

What, Indeed, could she do? She very well knew 
If they caught her how much she should have to go 

through ; 
But then — 6he*d so shocking a hole in her shoe ! 
And to eo further on was impossible ; — true 
She might jump o'er the precipice ; — still there are few 
In her place, wno could manage their courage to screw 
Up to bidding the world such a sudden adieu : — 
Alack t how she envied the birds as they flew ; 
Ko Nassau balloon, with its wicker canoe. 
Came to bear her from him she loath'd worse than a Jew ; 
So she fell on her knees in a terrible stew^ 

Ciying * Holy St Ermengarde I 

Oh, from these vermin guard 
Her whose last hope rests entirely on you ; — 
Don*t let papa catch me, dear Saint ! — ^rather kill 
At once, tur-U^hamp, your devoted Odille I * 



It's delightful to see those who strive to o|>p] 

Get balk'd when they think themselves sure of success. 

The Saint came to the rescue I — I fairly confess 

I don*t see, as a Saint, how sho well could do less 

Than to get such a votary out of her mess. 

Odille had scarce closed her pathetic address 

When the rock, gaping wide as the Thames at Sheemess, 

Closed again, and secured her within its recen, . 

In a natural grotto. Which puzzled Count Otto, 
Who could not conceive where the deuce she had got to. 
Twas her voice I — ^but 'twas Vox et prmterea Nil I 
Nor could any one guess what was gone with Odille ! 

Then burst from the mountain a splendour that quite 
Eclipsed, in its brilliance, the finest Bude light, 



And there stood St, Ermengarde, drest all in white, 
A palm-branch in her left hand, her beads in her right ; 
While, with faces fresh gilt, and with wings bumish'd 

bright, 
A great many little boys' heads took their flight 
Above and around to a very great height, 
And seem'd pretty lively considering their plight, 

Since every one saw,' With amazement and awe, 
They could never sit down, for they hadn't de quoi. — 

All at the^ight, From the knave to the knight, 
Felt a very unpleasant sensation, called fright ; 

While the Saint, looking down, With a terrible 
froim, ' 
Said ' My Lords, you are done most remarkably brown I — 
I am really ashamed of you both ; — ^my nenes thrill 
At your scandalous conduct to poor, dear Odille ! 

* Come, make yourselves scarce I — it is useless to stav, 
You will eain nothing here by a longer delay. 

" Quick I Presto t Begone !" as the conjurors' say ; 
For as to the Lady, I ve stow'd her away 
In this hill, in a stratum of London blue clay ; 
And I shan't, I assure you, restore her to-day 
Till you faithfully promise no more to say " Nay," 
But declare, " H she will be a nun, why she may.'* 
For this you've my word, and I never yet broke it. 
So put that in your pipe, my Lord Otto, and smoke it I — 
One hint to your vassals, A month at " the Mill " 
Shall be nuts to what they'll get who worry Odille ! ' 

The Saint disappear'd as she ended, and so 

Did the little boys' heads, which, above and below, 

As I told you a very few stanzas ago, 

Had been flying about her, and jumping Jim Crow ] 

Though,— ^without any body, or leg, foot, or toe, 

How they managed such antics, I really don't know ; 

Be that as it may, they all * melted like snow • 

Off a dyke,' as the Scotch say in Sweet Edinbro*. 

And there stood the Cgunt, With his men on the 
mount, 
Just like * twenty-four jackasses all on a row.* 
What was best to be done — ^*twas a sad bitter pill — 
But gulp it he must, or else lose his Odille. 

The lord of Alsace therefore altered his plan. 
And said to himself, like a sensible man, 

* I can*t do as I wonJd, — I must do as I can ; 
It will not do to lie under any Saint's ban, 

For your hide, when yon do, they all manage to tan ; ' 
So Count Herman must pick up some Betsy or Nan, 
Instead of 'my girl, — some Sue, Polly, or Fan ; — 
U he can't get the com he must do with the bran, 
And make Siift with the pot if he can't have Uie pan. 
With such proverbs as these He went down on 
his knees 
And said, ' Blessed St Ermengarde, just as you please — 
They shall build a new convent, — Fll pay the whole bill 
(Taking discount), — ^its Abbess shall be my Odille I ' 

There are some of my readers. 111 venture to say, 
Who have never seen Friburg, though some of them may, 
And others, 'tis likely, may go there some day. 
Now, if ever yon happen to travel that way, 
I do beg and pray, 'twill your pains well repay,*^ 
That youll take what the Cockney folks call a * po-shay ' 
(Though in Germany these thin^ are more like a dray). 
You may reach this same hill with a single relay, — 

And do look how the rock. 

Through the whole of its block, 
Is split open as though by some violent shock 
From an earthquake, or lightning, or horrid hard knock 
From the club-bearing fist of some jolly old cock 
Of a Germanized giant, Thor, Woden, or Lok ; 

And see how it rears Its two monstrous great ears, 
For when once yon're between them such each side ap- 
And list to the sound of the water one hears [pears ; 
Drip, drip, from the fissures, like rain-drops or teare, 
— OdiUe's, I believe, — ^which have flow'd all these years ; 
— I think they account for them so ; — ^but the rill 
I am sure is connected some way with Odille. 

Moral. 

Now then, for a moral, which always arrives 
At the end, like the honey bees take to their hives. 
And the more one observes it the better one thrives, — 
We have all heard it said in the course of our lives 
' Needs must when a certain old gentleman drives ; * 
'Tis the rame with a kdy, — if once she contrives 
To get hold of the ribands, how vainly one strives 
To escape from her ladi, or to shake off her gyves ! 
Then let's act like Count Otto, and while one survives. 
Succumb to our She-Saints — ^videlicet wives I 

(iisicfe.) 
That is if one has not a ' good bunch of fives.* — 
(I can't think how that last line escaped from my quill, 
For I am sure it has nothing to do with Odille.) 



Now, young ladies, to you! — Don't put on the 
shrew I — 
And don't be surprised if your father looks blue 
When you're pert, and won't act as he wants you to do ! 
Be sure that you never elope; — there are few, — 
Believe me, you'll find what I say to be true, — 
Who run restive, but find as they bake they must brew 
And come off at last with * a hole in their ahoe ; ' 
Since not even Clapham, that sanctified viUe, 
Can produce enougn saints to save every Odille 



'Njicolof, rstoen of gf c^ii^ of pancrafs, tnas bemtof rjct' anti 

tinXi t|is fiii»n koas namcti ffptp|)amis» anil ^is mtHux Sofiam.* 

He wm bom on a cold frosty morning, on the 6th of December 
(upon which day his feast Is stilt observed), bat in what anno 
Ifomini is not so clear; bis baptismal register, together with 
that of bis friend and eoUrague, St Thomas at Hill, having been 
' lost in the great fire of London.' 

St Nicholas was a great patron of Mariners, and, saving ywir 
presence— of Thieves also, which honourable tnJUaniij have long 
rvjolced in the appellation of his * Clerks.* Oervaotes' storr of 
Sancho's detecting a sum of money in a swindler's walking-stick, 
is merely the Spanish version of a * Lay of St. Kicholas.' extant 
' in choice Italian ' a century befiore honest Miguel was bom. 



A LAY OF ST NICHOLAS. 

'Statim saceodoti apparult dlabolos in specie puellsB pal- 
chritndinis mine, et eoos DItos, fide catholica, et cniee, et aqua 
benedicta armatos venit, et aspersit aquam in nomine Sknctas 
et ludividusB Trinltatis, qoam, qoaai ardentem, diabolus, ncqoa- 
qnam sustincre valens, mugitibus fuglt.' — Rooaa Uovsdkk. 

*nr ORD ABBOT I LordAhhotI Td fain confess • 

i ^ I am a-weary, and worn with woe ; 
Many a grief doth my heart oppress, 
And haunt me whithersoever I go I * 

On hended knee spake the beautiful Maid ; 
' Now lithe and listen, Lord Abbot, to me ! * — 

* Now naye, Fair Daughter,* the Lord Abbot said, 

* Now naye, in sooth it may hardly be ; 

* There is Mess Michael, and holy Mess John, 

Sage Penitanncers I ween be they I 
And hard by doth dwell, in St. Catherine's cell, 
Ambrose, the anchorite old and grey ! * 

— ' Oh, I will have none of Ambrose or John, 
Though sage Penitauncen I trow they be ; 

Shrive me may none save the Abbot alone, 
Now listen, Lord Abbot, I speak to thee. 

' Nor think foul scorn, though mitre adorn 

Thy brow, to listen to shrift of mine I 
I am a maiden royally bom, 

And I come of old Plantagenet*6 line. 

* Though hither I stray, in lowly airay, 

I am a damsel of high degree ; 
And the Compte of Eu, and the Lord of Ponthieu, 
They serve my father on bended knee I 

* Counts a many, and Dukes a few, 

A suitoring came to my fathers Hall ; 
But the Duke of Lorraine, with his laive domain, 
He pleased my father beyond them ul. 

* Dukes a many, and Counts a few, 

I would have wedded right cheerfuUie ; 
But the Duke of Lorraine was nncommoidy plain, 
And I vow*d that he ne*er should my bridegroom b« 

( So hither I fly, in lowly guise, 

From their gilded domes and their princely halls ; 
Fain would I dwell in some holy cell, 

Or withm some Convent's peaceful walls ! * 

— ^Then out and spake that proud Lord Abbot, 
' Now rest thee. Fair Daughter, withouten fear. 

Nor Count nor Duke but shjdl meet the rebuke 
Of Holy Church an he seek thee here : 

* Holy Church denieth all search 

'Midst her sanctified ewes and her saintly rams. 
And the wolves doth mock who would scathe her flock 
Or, especially worry her little pet lambs 

' Then lay, Fair Daughter, thy fears aside. 

For here this day soalt thou dine with me I *— 
< Now naye, now nave,* the fair maiden cried ; 

* In sooth. Lord Abbot, that scarce may be ! 

* Friends would whisper, and foes would frown, 

Sith thou art a Churchman of high degree. 
And ill mote it match with thy fair renown 
Tbat a wandering damsel dine ^ith thee I 

* There is Simon the Deacon hath pulse in stora, 

With beans and lettnces fair to see ; 
His lenten fare now let me share, 
I pray thee. Lord Abbot, in charitie I * 

• Parish. 
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— ' Though Simon the Deacon hath puke in store, 

To OUT patron Saint foul shame it were 
Should wayworn gtiest, with toil oppress'd, 

Meet in his Abbey such churlish fare. 

• There is Peter the Prior, and Francis the Friar, 
And Boger the Monk shall our convives be ; 

Small scandal I weeq shall then be seen, 
They are a goodly companic 1 * 

The Abbot hath donn d his mitre and ring, 

His rich dalmatic, and maniple fine ; 
And the choristers sing, as the lay-brothers bring 

To the boarft a magnilicent turlcey and chine. 

The turkey and chine, they are done to a nicety ; 

Lirer, and gizzard, and all are there ; 
Ne'er mote Ijord Abbot pronounce Benedicite 

Over more luscious or delicate fare. 

But no pious stave, no Paler or Ave 

Pronounced, as he g>z^ on that maiden s face ; 
She ask*d him for stuffing, she ask*d him for grav}-, 

She afik*d him for gizzard ; — ^but not for Grace I 

Yet gaily the Lord Abbot smiled, and press'd. 
And the blood-red wine in the wine-cup fill'd } 

And he hclp'd his guest to a bit of the breast, 
And he sent the drumsticks down to be griU'd. 

There was no lack of the old Sherris sack, 
Of Hippocras fine, or of Malmsey bright; 

And aye, as he drain'd off his cup with a smack. 
He grew less pious and more polite. 

She pledged him once, and she pledged him twice. 
And she drank as Lady ought not to drink ; 

And he pressed her hand 'neath the table thrice, 
And he wink'd as Abbot ought not to wink. 

And Peter the Prior, and Francis the Friar, 
Sat each with a napkin under his chin ; 

But Roger the Monk got excessively drunk. 
So they put him to bed, and they tuck'd him in ! 

The lay-brothers gazed on each other, amazed ; 

And Simon the Deacon, with grief and surprise, 
As he peeped through the key-hole, could scarce fancy 

The scene he beheld, or believe his own eyes, [real 

In his ear was ringing the Lord Abbot singing,— 

He could not distinguish the words very plain, 
But 'twas all about * Cole,' and * jolly old 'Soul,' [fane. 

And * Fiddlen,* and ^ Punch,* and things quite as pro- 
Even Porter Paul at the sound of such revelling. 

With fervour himself beg«m to bless ; 
For he thought he must somehow have let the Devil in^ — 

And perhaps was not very much out in his guess. 

The Accusing Byers* * flew up to Heaven's Chancery,* 
Blushing l^e scarlet with shame and concern ; 

The Archangel took down his tale, and in answer ho 
Wept— (See the works of the late Mr Sterne). 

Indeed, it is said, a less taking both were in 
When, after a lapse of a great many years. 

They book'd Uncle Toby five shillings lor swearing, 
Aiid blotted the fine out again wim their tears I 

But St Nicholas* agony who may paint ? 

His senses at first were well-ni«i gone ; 
The beatified saint was ready to faint 

When he saw in his Abbey such sad goings on I 

For never, I ween, had such doings been seen 
There before, from the time that most excellent Prince 

Earl Baldwin of Flanders, and other Commandere, 
Had built and endow'd it some centuries since'. 

— But hark ! — *tis a sound from the outermost gate : 
A startling sound from a powerful blow. — 

Who knocks so late ? — it is half irfter eight 
By the clock,— and the clock's five minutes too slow. 

Never, perhaps, had such loud double raps 
Been heard in St Nicholas' Abbey before ; 

All agreed * it was shocking to keep people knocking,' 
But none seem'd inclined to * answer the door.* 

Now a louder bang through the cloisters rang. 

And the gate on its hinges wide open flew ; 
And all were aware of a Palmer there, 

With his cockle, hat, stoSf and his sandal shoe. 

Many a furrow, and many a frown. 
By toil and time on his brow were traced ; 

And his long loose gown was of ginger brown. 
And his rosary dangled below his waist. 

^ • The Prince of Peripatetic luformers, and terror of SUge 
•f^chmeu, wUen such things \¥cre. 



Now seldom, I ween, is such costume seen, 

Except at a stage-play or masquerade ; 
But who doth not know it was rather the go 

With Pilgrims and Saints in the second Crusade ? 

With noiseless stride did that Palmer glide 

Across that oaken floor ; 
And he made them all jimip, he gave such a thump 

Against the licfectory door I 

Wide open it flew, and plain to the view 

The Lord Abbot they all mote see ; 
In his hand was a cup, and he lifted it up, 

*' Here*s the Pope's good health with three 1 1 

Bang in their ears three deafening cheers, 

* Huzza I huzza I huzza I ' 
And one of the party said, * Go it, my hearty I ' — 

When outspake that Pilgrim grey — 

* A boon, Lord Abbot I a boon ! a boon I 

Worn is my foot, and empty my scrip ; 
And nothing'to speak of since yesterday noon 
Of food. Lord Abbot, hath pass'd my lip. 

* And I am come from a far countree. 

And have visited many a holy shriue ; 
And long have I trod the sacred sod 
Where the Saints do rest in Palestine ! *— 

* An thou art come from a far conntree, 

And if thou in Paynim lands hast been, 
Now rede me' aright the most wonderful sight, 
Thou Palmer grey, that thine eyes have seen. 

* Arede me aright the most wonderful sight, 

Grey Palmer, that ever thine eyes did see, 
And a manchette of bread, and a good warm bed. 
And a cup o' the best shall thy guerdon be ! * 

* Oh I I have been east, and I have been been west, 

And I have seen many a Voudcrful sight ; 
But never to me did it happen to see 
A wonder like that which I see ihis night 

* To see a Lord Abbot, in rochet and stole. 

With Prior and Friar, — a strange mar-velle ! — 
0*er a jolly full bowl, sitting check b^ jowl, 
And hoD-nobbing away with a Devil from Hell ! * 

He felt in his gown of ginger brown. 
And he pulled out a flask from beneath ; 

It was rather tough work to get out the cork. 
But he drew it at last with his teeth. 

* 

O'er a pint and a quarter of holy wate 

He made a sacred sign ; 
And he dash'd the whole on the tai-dUant daughter 

Of old Plantagenet's line I 

Oh I then did she reek, and squeak, and shriek, 

With a wild unearthly scream ; 
And fizzled, and hiss'd, and produced such a mist, 

They were all half -choked by the steam. 

Her dove-like eyes tum'd to coals of fire, 

Her beautiful nose to a horrible snout. 
Her hands to paws, with nasty great claws, 

And her bosom went in, and her tail came out. 

On her chin there appear'd a long Nanny-goat's beard 
And her tusks and her teeth no man mote tell ; 

And her horns and her hoofs gave infallible proofs 
'Twas a frightful fiend from the nethermost hell ! 

The Palmer threw down his ginger gown, 
His bat and his cockle ; and, plain to sight 

Stood St Nicholas* self, and his shaven crown 
Had a glow-wonn halo of heavenly light. 

The fiend made a gxwp the Abbot to clasp ; 

But St Nicholas lifted his holy toe, 
And, just in the nick, let fly such a kick 

On his elderly namesake, he made him let ga 

And out of the window he flew like a shot, 
For the foot flew up with a terrible thwack, 

And caught the foul demon about the spot 
Where his tail joins on to the small of his back. 

And he bounded away like a foot-ball at play, 
Till into the bottomless pit he fell slap, 

Knocking Mammon the meagre o'er pursy Belphegor, 
And Lucifer into Beelzebub's lap. 

Oh I happy the slip from his Succubine grip, [fright. 
That saved the Lord Abbot, — ^though breatiiless, with 

In escaping he tumbled, and fractured his hip, [right 1 
And his left leg was shorter thencefortn than his 



And, while ' aour-kraiU ' she sells yon, the landlady tells 
you 

That there, in those walls, now all roofless and bare. 
One Simon, a Deacon, from a lean grew a sleek one« 

On fllling a ei-devant Abbot's 6tate chair. 




On the banks of the Bhine, as he's stopping to dine. 
From a certain Inn-window the traveller is shown 

Most picturesque ruins, the scene of these doings, 
Some miles up the river, south-east of Cologne. 



▲ LAY OV ST KXCnOLAS. 

How a ci-devant Abbot, all clothed in drab, but 
Of texture the coarsest, hair shirt, and no shoes 

(His nhtce and ring, and all thai sort of thing 
Laid aside), in yon Cave lived a pious recluse ; 

How he rose with the sun, limping ' dot and go one,* 
To yon rill of the mountain, in all sorts of weather, 

Where a Prior and a Friar, who lived somewhat higher 
Up the rock, used to come and eat cresses together ; 

How a thirsty old codger, the neighbours called Roger, 
With them drank cold water in lieu of old wine I 

What its quality wanted he made up in quantity. 
Swigging as though he would empty the Bhine ! 

And how, as their bodily strength fail'd, the mental mac 
Gain'd tenfold vigour and force in all four ; 

And how, to the day of their death, the * Old Gentleman' 
Never attempted to kidnap them more. 

And how, when at length in the odour of sanctity, 
All of them died without ^ief or comjplaint ; 

The monks of St Nicholas said 'twas ridiculous 
Not to suppose evexy one was a Saint. 

And how in the Abbey, no one was so shabby 
As not to say yearly four masses a head. 

On the eve of that supper, and kick on the crupper 
Which Satan received, for the souls of the doid ! 

How folks long held in reverence their rellques and 
memories, 
How the ci-devant Abbot's obtained greater still, 
When some cripples, on touching his fractured os 
fenwriti 
Threw down their crutches and danced a quadrille ! 

And how Abbot Simon (who turned out a prime one) 
These words, which grew into a proverb full soon, 

O'er the late Abbot's grotto, stuck up as a motto, 
' Wi\)a suppes faiito t^ QctiTU siioUrr ijabi a long 
qiootu f ' 



It WM daring the * Honey (or, u It Is Mmeiiines termed, tbe> 
*^ Treacle *) Moon ' that Mr and Mrs Soaforth paMed throngh 
London. A 'good-natured friend.' who dropped In to dinner, 
forced them In the evening to the theatre lur the purpose of 
getting rid of him. I give Cbarlce'a account of the Tragrdj. 
Jitst as tt waa written, without altering even the last conplet — 
for there would be no making * Kgerton ' rhjme with * Story.* 



THE TRAGEDY. 
Qnsqne ipae mlaerrima vidi.— ViasiL. 

CATHERINE of Cleves was a Lady of rank : 
She had lands and fine houses, and cash in thf 
Bank; [things, 

She had jewels and rings. And a thousand smart 
Was lovely and young. With a rather sharp tongue. 
And she wedded a noble of high degree 
With the star of the order of St Esprit ; 

But the Duke de Guise, Was by many degrees, 
Her senior, and not very ea^iy to please ; 
He'd a sneer on his lip, and a scowl with his eye. 
And a frown on his brow, — and he look'd like a Guy,— 



TEE IBAOEDT. 



Sdslietoaktoiiitrigiimg Vfith^IoniieiiTStUBgriD, 
A fOnng mail of fashion ud figure and wortli, 
Bnt wiUi no great pcctsnsioiu to fortniLe w birtli ; 

He vould ling, f eaee, and dance, 

WKh the best man in Fiance, 
And took hii lappee with genteel noncAalanee ; 
He smiled, and he flatt«r'd. and flirted with ease, 
And was very saperior to Mooseigneur de Oaise. 
Now Monsioui St. Megrin was ouhous to know 
If the Lady approved of his passion or no ; 

So without more ado, He put on hie nirloul. 
And went to a maa with ■ beard like a Jew, 

One Signor Bnggieri, A Canning-man new, he 
Cudd conjure, tell fortiuea, and caleoUte tidae, 
Perform tiicki on tbe euda, md He*veii knoin what 

Bring back a rtny'd cow, (ilver ladle, or ipoon, 
And WBI tbnght to be Ihick with the Uun in the Moon. 
The Sage took bis itattd With hit wand in his hand. 
Drew a cbcle, then gar* the dread word of command. 
Saving solemnlj — ' Preifo / — Sty, quick ! Ca«k-a- 

When the DoeheB immediately popp'd np before 'em 
Just then a Conjimction of Venns and Mars, 
Or sranething peculiar above in the stan. 
Attracted the notice of Bignor Bnggieri, 
Who * bolted,' and left him alone with his deary. — 
MoDsienr St. Uegrin went dcnm on hia knees, 
And the Dneheee shed teara large ai raanow-tat pe», 
When, — fancy the shock, — A knid doable knock 
Hade the Lady cry ' Get np, yon fool I — there's dr 

Twu h!i Grace, sure enongh ; 

So Uonsienr, looking bluff. 
Strutted by, with his hat on, and fingering his ruff. 
While, unseen by either, awav flew the Dame 
Through the opposite key-hole, theaame way sheeame: 

Bat, alack I and alaa I A mishap came to pass. 
In her hurry ehe, somehow or other, let fall 
A new silk Bandima she'd worn as a shawl ; 

She had osed it for drying 

Rer bright eyes while erying. 
And blowing her nose, as her Beau talk'd of dying '. 



a, The Chiefs of tlie 
This evening at nine ; 





Come np the back way, or those impudent thie' 
Of Serranta will see yon ; Tonn 

CaTHEBIMB Of CtBVEB 



St. Megrin had almost jump'd out of his skin 
For jov that day when the post came in ; 

lie read the note through, ThAi began it auew. 
And thought it almost too ^>od news to be true. — 

He cupp'd on his hat, And a hood over that, 
With a cloak to disguiae him, and make him look fat. 
So great his impatience, from half after Four 
He was waiting tiU Ten at De Guise's back-door. 
When be beaid the great dock of St Genevieve chime 
He ran up the back staircase six steps at a time. 

He had icarce mode bis bow. He hardly knew how, 

Wbeu alas t and alack 1 Tlicre was no getting back. 
For the drawing-room door was bang'd to with a 
whack ;— 

In vain be applied To the handle and tried, 
Somebody or other had lock'd it outside ! 



Now the Ducheaa's Page, About twelve year* of age. 
For BO little a boy was remarkably sage j 
And just in the nick, to their joy and amaiecnent, 
Fopp d the Gaf-lishter's ladder cloee under the casement 

But all would not do, — Though St. Hegrin got 
through 
The window, — below stood Do Guise and his crew. 
And though never man wa; more brave tban St Hegrin, 
Tet figbtiog a score is extremely fatiguing : 

He Ihrurt eatie and litree Uncominonlj fierce. 
But not Beelzebub^ self could their euirassee pierce ; 

While his doablet and hose Beiog holiday clothes. 
Were soon cut through and through man hia knees to 

Still an old crooked uzpence the Conjuror gave him. 
From piitol and sword was sufficient to save him; 

Bat when beat on his knce^ That eonloonded 

De Guise [breeK, 

Came behind with the 'fi^le' that conaed all this 

Whi: Si it tight round his neck, tad when backward 

heV jerk 'd him. 
The reet of the rascals jump'd on him and Burk'd him. 
The poor little Page, too, himself got no quarter, bnt 
Was served Uia aome way, And was found the 
next day [butt ; 

With his heels in the air, and his bead in the water- 
Catherine of Cleves Boor'd ' Harder I ' and 

' Thievea 1 ' 
From the window above While they mnrder'd her 



lovej 
. .. IE the I 
She drank PruMii 



TUl, findine I 



rogues had aecmnplidi'd hia lUughler, 

_._ic acid without any water. 
And died like a Dnke-and-a-I>achesa's daughter t 

Take warning, ye fair, from this tale of the Bards, 
And doD^ go where fortones are told on the cards. 
But steer dear of conjurors, — never pnt query 
To ' Wise Mrs Williams,' or folks like Buggieri. 
When alone in your room shut the door close, and lock it t 
Above all,— KEEP TOCB bandeebchikt sa» ih vodb 
rocKET! [he 

Lest yon top should atnmble, and Lord Leveson Gower, 
Be cul'd on, — sad poet ! — to tell your sad story ! 
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Now the Duke, who had seea it so lately adorn her, 
And knew the great C with the Crown in the conier. 
The instant he spied it, smoked something amis. 
And said with some energy, ' D— — it I what's thie ? 

He went home in a fume, And bounced into h< 
room, [jealous 

Crying, ' So, Ha'am, I find I're some cause to t 
Look here I — here's a proof you run after the fellows 1 
— Now take up that pen, — if it's bad choose a better,- 
And write, as I dictate, this moment a letter 

To Monsieur — yon know who I ' The Lady looked 

But replied with mnch finnnem — 'Hang me if I do!' 

DeGuisegrasp'dher wrist With his great bony Gst, 

And pinch 'd it, and gave it so paiuFol a twist, 

'That his hard, iron gauntlet the flesh went an inch in, — 

She did not mind death, but she could not stand 

pinching ; 

So she sat down and wToto Tha polite littlenote: — 







OCB I the Coronation 1 what celebration 
For emulation can with it compare ? 
When to Westmiustcr the Boyal Spinster, 

And the Duke o( Leinster, alt in order did repnii ' 
Twas there you'd see the new PulishcmcQ 
Making a skrimmage at half after (our, 
And the Lords and Indies, and the Mis* O'Oradys 
All standing ronnd before the Abbey door. 

Thnr pillows scorning, that self-same morning 

Themselves adoming, all by the candle-light. 
With nan and lilies, and daffy-down -dillics, 

And gonld, and jewels, and rich di'monds brighL 
And then approaches five hnndred roaches. 

With General Dullbeak.— Och I 'twas mighty fine 
To see how tsy bould Corporal Casey, [tine 

With his sword drawn, prancing made them kape the 

Tlien the Guns' alaroms, sod the King of Arams. 

All in his Garters and his Clarence shoes, 
Opening the masr doon to the bould Ambsssi dors, 

The Prince of f otboys, and great haythen Jens ; 
Twonld have made you craij to sec Esterhaiy 

All jool's from his jasey (□ bis di'mond boots. 
With Aldennon Harmer, sjid that iwale charmer 

The tamole heil«M, MIm Anja-lr Contts. 
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THE INOOLDSBY LEQENDS. 



And Wellingtaa. walking with bLs award drawn, talking 

To HUl and HBTdinge, haroes of great fame : 
And Sir De Lac/, and the Duke Dalmasej 

(Theycall'd him Sowlt afore he changed hia nunc), 
ThemaelvM presading Lord Melbonnie, lading 

The Queen, the dU'ling, to her rojal chair, 
And that fine odd fellow, the Duke of PcU-Mello, 

Th« Qneea of Portingal'a Charg? -de-fair. 
Then the noble Pmasiana, likewise the Russians, 

!□ fine laced jackets irith theii soulden cuffs. 
And the Baratians, and the proud Hungarians, 

And Gvor/thingarians all in fun and muffs. 
Tbea Misthur Sp^er, with Misthui Paja the Quoki 

All in (he Oallerf jon might persave ; 
But Lord Broiuham was missiDE, and gone a-fishing, 

Onnly crass Lord Essex would not give him lave 
There was Bajon Alten himself exalting, 

And Prince Von Schwartieaberg, and raaaj more, 
Ocb t I'd be bothcr'd and entirely smother'd 

To fell (he half of 'em wat to the fore ; 
With the swate Peereases, in their crowns and 'reasos 

And AJdermanessn, and the Boord of Works 
But Hebemet Ali said, qnite gintol;, 

' I'd be proud to see (be likee among (lie Tnrks ! 
Then the Queen, Heaven bless hei ! ocb I they did dre! 



very soon after folks changed their tone : 
■ The netting had burst — the silk — the shalloan ; — 
It had met with n trade-wind — a deuced monsoon — 
It was blown oot to sea — it was blown to the moon — 



her 



■r goolden Crown 



With eight young ladies bouldiu) 



Then the Lord Archbishop held a gouldeu dish up. 
For to resave ber bounty and great wealth, 

Saying, ' Plase joni Glory, great Queen Vic-tory ! 
Yell give the Qargy lave to dbrink your hedth 1 

Then his Rivereace retrating, discooraed the mating 



Then the Nobla kneeling to the Fow'n appealing, 
' Heaven send your Majesty a glorious reign ! ' 

And Sir Clandios Hunter be did confront her. 
All in 1ii« scarlet gown and goolden cbajn. 

The great Lord Ma/r, too. sat in his chair, too. 
But mighty earious, looking fit to cry. 




Thronini 



IB eye. 



Then th«re was preacbing. and good store of speecblng, 

With Dukn and MarqnisM on bended knee; 
And (hey did iplash her with raal Macassbur, [me I '— 

And the Queen said, ' Ah I then tbuik ye all for 
Then the trumpets braying, and the organ playing. 

And sweet tromboDea, with their silver tones ; 
But Lord Bolle was rollmg; — 'twas mighty consoling 

To think his Lordship dii not break his bones 1 
Then the cromes and custard, end the beef and mostsrd, 

All on the tombstones like a poultherer's shop ; 
With lobster* and white-bai(, and other swate'meatc, 

And wine and oogus, and Imperial Pop 1 
There was eokei and apples in all the Chapels, 

With fine polonies, and rich mellow pears^ — [enongb, 
Ocb 1 the Coont Von Strogonoff, sure he got prog 

The aly onld Divil, underoatbe the stairs. 
Tb«n tlia cannons thnnder'd, and the people wonder'd. 

Crying. ' Qod aave Victoria, our Royal Queen ! ' — 
— Ocb I if mpclf should live to be a hundred, 

Sure it's the proudest day that J11 have seen t 
And now, I've ended, what I pretended. 

This narration aplaodid in swate poe-tbiy, 
' Ye dear bewitcher, just hand the pitcher. 

Faith, it's myaoU tnat's getting mighty dbry.' 



twSDuorSchnc 



THE'MONSTRE' BALLOON. 

OH I the balloon, the great balloon. 
It left Vauxhall one Monday at noon. 
And every one said we should bear of it Soon 
With news from Aleppo or Scandcroon. 



Then (hey talk'd aboot Green— 'Obi wheres Mister 

Green ? 
And Where's Ur HoUnnd who hired the inacbine 7 
And where is Honck Uason, the man (bat has been 
Dp so often before — twelve times or thirteen — 
And who writes such nice letters describing the scene ? 
And Where's the cold fowl, and the bam, and poteen ? 
The press'd beef, witb the fat cut oS — nothing but Icon, 
And tbe portable aoup in tlie patent tureen 7 
Have tbey got to Grand Cairo or reached Aberdeen 7 
Or Jemsaiem — Hamburg — <x BallypiHeen 7 fseenl' 
No I they have not been seen I Ob I tbey haven t been 
SUy I here's Mr Gys— Mr Frederick Gye— 
' At Paris,' says he, ' I've been np very high, 
A couple of hundred of toises, or nigh, 
A eockstride tbe Tuileries' pantiles, to spr 
Witb Dollond's host telescope stuck at my ore. 
And my umbrella under my arm like Paul fty. 
But I could see nothing at all but tbe sky ; 
So I thought with myrell 'twas of no nse to try 
Any longer ; and, feeling remarkably dry 
Fnnn sitting all day stuck up there, like a Quy, 
I came down again, and — you see — here am 1 1 ' 

Bat here's Mr Hughes I^What says yoimg Mr 

ighca?— 

' Why, I'm sorry to say we've net got any news 
Since tbe letter they throw down in one of their ahoes. 
Which gave the Mayor's nose sucb a deuce of a bruise, 
As he popp'd up his eye-gbiM'to look at their cruise 
Over Dover ; and which the folks flock'-" ' 



AtS 



r, tbe t 



sning,i; 



-longera, town- 
Tnrka, Heretics, Inlidels, jumpers, and Jewa, 
Scorning Bachelor's papers, and Warren's reviews ; 
But the wind was then blowing towards Helvoetaluys, 
And my father and I arc in terrible stews, 
" large a balloon is a sod thing to lose I ' — 
Here's news come at b«t l^Here's news come at last !— 
A vessel's come in, which has soil'd veiy fast; 



tbe blast, 

And itcaught in bis wuisthand, and there it stuck fast :- 
O lie ! Mister Nokea,— tor shane. Sir Nokea I 
To be poking your fun at us pUin-dealing folks- 



Sir, this isn't a time to be cracking your jokes, 

And such jeeting yoor malice but acurvily cloaks ; \ 

Such a trumpary tale every one of us smokes, 1 

And we know very well your whole storj''s a hoax ! 

' Oh I what shall we do ?— Oh I where will it end ? — ; 

Can nobody go 7 — Can nobody send 

To Calais— or Bergen -op- soom— or Ostend? I 

Cant yon go there yourself ? — Can't ynn vrrite to ^ 

For news upon which we may safely depend ? ' — | 

Huxza I huzza 1 one and eight-pence to pay 
For a letter from Uamborongb, just come to ssy 
Tbey descended at Weilbnrg abunt break uf day . 
And they've lent them tbe palace there, dnriiig tbca- 

stay. 
And the town ia becmning Dnconunonly gay. 
And they're feasting the party, and Go^ng their dii 
With Johannisberg, Budesheim, Moselle, and Tokav, 
And the Landgraves, and Margraves, and Goants >>; 

and pray 
That they won't tbitik, as yet, about going away : 
KotwitbitandiDg.tbejdonSmeon to make moch deb<. 
But pack up the bullooo in a waggon or.dray. 
And pop themselves into a Genaan 'pa-^iay,' 
And get on to Paris by Lisle »ud Toitmay : 
Where they boldly declare, any wager they'll lay. 
If the gas people there do not aik them to pay 
Such a sum as must force them at once to say ' K*t, 
They'll inflate the balloon in tbe Cbamps-El}-se»,' 
And be back again here the beginning of Hay. — 
Dearmel what a treat for a javeoile/tfe.' 
What thousands will flock their arrival to greet ; 
There'll be hardly a soul to be seen in the street. 
For at Vauxhall tbe whole population will meet. 
And you'll scarcely get slanding-rocm, much less a l«< 



preceding 

Since, they'll unfold, what we wont to be told. 
How tbey cougb'd— bow (hey sneei'd, — how tbrr I 

shiver'd witb tiAi,- — ' 

How they tippled the ' cordial ' aa racy and old , 

As Hodges, or Deody, or Smith ever sold, 
And how they all then felt remarkably bold : | 

How thev thought the boil'd beef worth ifsown neigl: 

in gold ; | 

And how Mr Green was beginning to scold 
Because Mi Mason would try to lay bold | 

Of (he moon, and had very uear overboard rull'd \ ' 

And there tbey II be seen— tbey 11 be all (o be seen .' 
The great-coats, the coffee'pot, mugs, and tureen ] 
With the tight-rope, and fire-worlu, and dancing be- 

If the weather obonld only prove fait end sereoe ; 

And there, on a beautiful transparent screen. 

In the middle yonll see a large picture of Grera, 

Hi HoUond on one side, who nired the machine, 

Mr Mason on t'other, deeeribing the sc<ne ; 

And Fame, on one leg, in the air, like a que«D, 

Witb three wreaths and a trumpet will ovar tbcm leu ; 

While Envy, in serpents and black bombaiin, 

Lo(^ on from below with an air of chigrin ! 

Then they'll play ue a tune in the Boyol Saloon, 

And tbe people will dance by the light of the moc«. 

And keep up (he ball till the next day at noon ; 

And the peer and the peasant, tbe lonl and the loon. 

The haughty grandee, and tbe low picaroon. 

The six-foot Lie-guardsman, and little gossoon. 

Will all join id three cheers for tbe ' Moastrc ' Bailii c 
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HON. MR SUCKLETHUMBKIN'S STORY. 
THE EXECUTION. 



MY Lord Tomnoddy got np one day i 
It was half after (wo, He bad nothing to da 
So his Lordship rang for his cabriolet 

Tiger Tim Was clean of limb. 
His boots were polish 'd, his jacket was trim; 
With a very smart tie in hia smart crivsI, 
And a smart cockade on the top of his hat; 



THE EXECUTION. 
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Tallest U boys, or ahorteit of men, 
He ftood in his stockings jnst four foot ten ; 
And he ask'd, as he held the door on the swing, 
' Praj', did your Lordship please to ring ?* 

Mj Lord Tomnoddy he raised his head, 
And thus to Tiger Tim he said, 

* Malibran's dead, Dnyemaj^s fled, 
Taglioni has not jet arriTed in her stead ; 
Tiger Tim, come, tell me true, 

What may a NoUeman find to do ? ' — 

Tim look*d np, and Tim looked down. 

He paused, and he pnt on a thoughtful frown, 

And he held np his hat, and he peep*d in the crown ; 

Ho bit his lip, and he scratched his head, 

He let go the handle, and thns he said. 

As the door, released, behind him bang*d : 

^ An*t please yoo, my Lord, there's a man to be hang'd.* 

My Lord Tomnoddy jump*d np at the news, 

* Bon to MTnse, And Lientenant Tregoozc, 
And run to Sir Canuby Jexiks, of the Blues. 

Bope-dnncen a score IVe seen before — 
Madame Sacchi, Antonio, and Master Black-more ; 

But to see a man swing At the end of a string, 
With his neck in a noose, will be qnito a new thing.' 

My Lord Tomnoddy stept into his cab- 
Dark rifle green, with a lining of drab ; 

Through street and through square, 

His high-trotting mare. 
Like one of Dncrow's, goes pawing the ur. 
Adown Piccadilly and Wataloo l^ace 
Went the higfa'trotting mare at a Teiy quick pace ; 

She produced some alarm, But did no great harm, 
Save frightening a nurse with a child on her arm. 

Spattering with clay Two urchins at play, 
Knocking down — ^rety much to the sweeper s dismay — 
An old woman who wouldn't get out of tne way. 

And npsetting a stall Near Exeter Hall, 
Which made all the pious Church-Mission folks squall, 

Bat eastward afar Through Temple Bar, 
My Lord Tomnoddy directs his car ; 

Never heeding their squalls^ 

Or their calls, or their bawls, 
He passes hy Waithman*s Emporium for shawls, 
And, merely just catohing a elimpse of St. Paul's, 

Turns down the Old BaileT, 

Where in front of the gaol, he 
Pulls npat the door of a gin-shop, and gaily 
Cries, * What must I fork out to-night, my trump, 
For the whole first-floor of the Magpie and Stump ? ' 

The clock strikes Twelve — it is dark midnight — 
Yet the Magpie and Stump is one blase of Sght. 

The parties are met ; The tables are set ; 
There is * punch,' ' cold toithout^ * hot wUh^ heavy wet, 

Ale-glasses and jugs. And rummers and mugs, 
And sand on the floor, without carpets or rugs. 

Cold fowl and cigars. Pickled onions in jars, 
Welsh rabbits and kidneys — rare work for the jaws : — 
And very large lobsters, with venr large claws ; 

And there is M'Fuze, And Lieutenant Tregooxe ; 
And there is Sir Camaby Jenks, of the Blues, 
All come to see a man * die in his shoes I ' 

The clock strikes One t Supper is done, 
And Sir Camaby Jenks is full of his fun, 
Singing * Jolly companions eveiy one 1 ' 

My Lord Tomnoddy Is drmking gin-toddy, 
And laughing at ev'ry thing and ev'iy My. — * 
The clock strikes Two I and the clock strikes Three I 
— '' Who so merry, so mcny as we ? ' 

Save Ci^tun M*Fuae, Who is taking a snooze, 
While Sir Cainaby Jenks is busy at work, 
Blacking his nose with a piece of burnt cork. 

The clock strikes Four I — Bound the debtors* door 
Are gathered a couple of thousand or more ; 

As many await At the press-yard gate. 
Till 8lowljr its folding doors open, and straight 
The mob divides, and between their ranks 
A waggon comes loaded with posts and with planks. 

The dock strikes Five ! The Sherifh arrive. 
And the crowd is so great that the street seems alive ; 

But Sir Camaby Jenks Blinks and winks, 
A candle bums down in the socket, and stinks. 

Lieutenant Tregoose Is dreaming of Jews, 
And acceptances all the bill-brokers refuse ; 

My Lord Tomnoddy Has drunk all his toddy, 
And just as the dawn is beginning to peep, 
The whole of the ptrty are fast asleep. 

Sweetly, ohi sweetly, the morning breaks, 

With roseate streaks, 
liike the first faint blush on a maiden*s cheeks ; 



Seem*d as that mild and dear Mue sky 
Smil*d upon all things far and high, 
On all— save the wretoh condemn d to die ! 
Alack I that ever so fair a Sun, 
As that which its course has now begim, 
Should rise on such a scene of misery ! — 
Should gild with rays so light and free 
That dianal, dark-frowning Gallows-tree ! 

And hark I — a sound comes, big with fate ; 

The clock from St Sepulchii's tower strikes — Eight ! — 

List to that low funereal bell : 

It is tolling, alas I a living man^s knell I 

And see I — ^from forth that opening door 

They come — ^Hk steps that threshold o*cr 

Who never shall tread upon threshold more ! 

— God I 'tis a fearsome tning to see 

That pde wan man's mute agony, — 

The glare of that wild, despairing eye, 

Now Dent on the crowd, now tura'd to the sky 

As though twere scanning, in doubt and in fear, 

The path of the Spirit's unknown career : 

Those pinion'd arms, those hands that ne'er 

Shall be lifted again,— not even in prayer ; 

That heaving chest I — Enough — 'tis done ! 

The bolt has fallen I— the spirit is gone — 

For weal or for woe is known butio One ! — 

— Oh I 'twas a f eanome sight I — Ah met 

A deed to shudder at, — ^not to see. 

Again that dock I tis time, tis time ! 
The hour is past : with its earliest chime 
The cord is sever'd, the lifeless day 
Bjr ' dungeon villains ' is home away : 
Nine t — ^*twas the last eonduding stroke I 
And then— my Lord Tomnoddy awoke I 
And Tregoose and Sir Camaby Jenks arose. 
And Captain M'Fuze, with the black on his nose : 
And they stared at each other, as much as to say, 

«Ho11oI Hdlol Here'sammGoI 
Why, Captain !— my Lord I— Here's the devil to pay ! 
The fdlow's been cut down and taken avray I 

What's to be done ? We've miss'd all the fun !^ 
Why, thevll laugh at and quiz us all over the town, 
We are all of us done so nncommonly brown ! ' 

What toos to be done ? — 'twas perfectly plain 
They could not well hanethe man over again : 
What wat to be done ?— llie man was d^ ! 
Nought covld be done — ^nought could be said ; 
So— my Lord Tomnoddy went home to bed ! 



It bas been already hinted that Mr Petenhad been a ' traveller ' 
In his day. The only story which his lady would ever allow 
*her r.' to finiah->he began as many a« would ftimlah an addi- 
tional volume to the * 'lliouaand and One Nlgbta '—la the last 1 
shall offer, llie enl^ject, I fear me, is not over new, bat will remind 
my ft'ienda 

' Of aomethtng better they have seen before.' 



MR PETERS'S STORY. 

THE BAGMAN'S DOG. 

Slant littore .Puppies !— Vdkiu 

IT was a litter, a litter of five, 
Four are drown'd, and one left alive. 

He was thought worthy alone to survive ; 

And the Ba^nan resolved upon bringing him np, 

To eat of his bread and drina of his cup, 

He was such a dear little cock-tail'd pup I 

The Bagman taught him many a trick ; 

He woud carry, and fetoh, and nm after a stick, 
Could weU understand The word of command, 
And appear to doze With a crust on his nose 

Till the Bagman permissively waved his hand : 

Then to throw up and catch it he never would fail, 

As he sat up on end, on his little cock-tail. 

Never was puppy so bUn irulruU^ 

Or possessea of such natural talent as he ; 
And as he grew older, Every beholder 

Agreed, he grew handsomer, sleeker, and bolder. — 

Time, however his wheels we may clog. 

Wends steadily still with onward jog, 

And the cock-tail'd puppy's a curl^toil'd dog ! [prime. 

When, just at tne time He was reachmg his 
And all thought he'd be turning out something sublime, 

One unlucky day. How, no one could say, 
Whether soft liaUon induced him to stray, 
Or some kidnapping vagabond coax'd him away, 

He was lost to the view. Like the morning dew ; — 
He had been, and was not— that's dl that they knew ; 
And the Bunnan storm'd, and the Bagman swor« 
As never a Bagman had sworn before ; 
But storming or swearing but little avails 
To recover lost dogs with great curly tails.— 



In a large paved court, dose by Billiter Square, 
Stwods a mansion, old, but in thorough repair, 
The only thing strange, from the general air 
Of its size and appearance, is how it got there ; 
In front is a short semicircular stair 

Of stone steps, — some half score,— 

Then you reach the ground floor. 
With a shell-pattem'd architrave over the door. 
It is spacious, and seems to be built on the plan> 
Of a Gentleman's house in the reign of Queen Anne ; 

Which is odd, for, although, As we very well 
Under Tudon and Stuarts the Citj could show [know, 
Many Noblemen's seats above Bridge and below. 
Yet that fadiion soon after induced them to go 
From St Michael, Ck>mhill, and St Mary-Ie-Bow, 
To St James and St George, and St Ann in Soho. — 
Be this as it may, — at the date I sssign 
To my tale, — that's about Seventeen Sixty-Nine, — 
This mansion, now rather npon the decline, 
Had less dignified owners, — belonging, in fine. 
To Turner, Dry, Weipersyde, Bo^rais, and Pyne— 
A respectable House m the Mancnester line. 

There were a score Of Bagmen, and more, 
Who had travell'd full oft for the firm before ; 
But just at this period they wanted to send 
Some person on whom they could safely depend-- 
A trustworthy body, half agent, half friend, — 
On some mercantile matter as far as Ostend ; 
And the person they pitoh'd on was Anthony Blogg, 
A grave, steadv man, not addicted to grog, — 
The Bagman, m short, who had lost this great dog. 

* The Sea ! the Sea I the open Sea!— 
That is the place where we all wish to be, 
Boiling about on it merrily I ' — 

So all sing and say Bj night and by day, 
In the boudoir^ the street, at the concert, and play. 
In a sort of coxcombical roundelay ;~- 
You may roam through the City, transveisely or straight, 
From Whitechapel turnpike to Cumberland gate, 
And every yoimg Lady who thrums a guitar, 
Ev'ry mustachio^ Shopman who smokes a cigar. 

With affected devoticn. Promulgates his notion. 
Of being a * Rover ' and ' child of the Ocean'— 
Whate'er their age, sex, or condition may be, 
IThey all of Uiem long for the * Wide, wide Sea ! ' 

But, however they dote, Only set them afloat 
In any craft bigger at all than a boat, [before 

Take them down to the Nore, And youll see that. 
The < Wessel * they * Woyage ' in has made half her way 
Between Shell-Ness Point and the Pier at Heme Bay, 
Let the wind meet the tide in the slightest degree, 
Theyll be aU of them heartUy sick of • the Sea ! ' 

I've stood in Margate, on a bridge of size 

Inferior far to that described by Byron, 
Where ' palaces and pris'ns on each hand rise,' — 

— ^That too's a stone one, this is made of iron — 

And little donkey -boys rour steps environ. 
Each proffering for your cnoice his tiny hack, 

Vaimting its excellence ; and should you hire one. 
For sixpence, will he urge, with frequent thwack. 
The much-enduring beast to Bnenos Ayres — and back 
And there, on many a raw and gusty day, 

I've stood, and tum'd my gaze upon the pier. 
And seen the crows, that did embark so gay 

Thai self -same mom, now disembark so queer ; 

Then to myself I've sigh'd and said, ' Oh dear ! 
Who would believe yon sickly looking man's a 

London Jack Tar, — a Cheapside Buccaneer ! * — 
But hold, my Muse I— for this terrific stanza 
Is all too stiffly grand for our Extravaganza. 

So now well go up, np, up. 

And now well go down, down, down, 
And now well go oackwards and forwards, 

And now we^ go ronn', roun', roun'. — 
— I hope you've si^cient discernment to sec, 
Gentle Header, that here the discarding the d 
Is a fault which you must not attribute to me ; 
Thus my Nurse cut it off when, * with counterfeit glee/ 
She sung, as she danced me about on her knee. 
In the year of our Lord eighteen hundred and three : — 
All I mean to say is, that the Muse is now free 
From the self-imposed trammels put on by her betters. 
And no longer, luce Filch, midst the felons and debtors 
At Drury Lane, dances her hornpipe in fetters. 

Besuming her track, At once she goes back 
To our hero, uie Baginan. — Alas ! and Alack ! 
Poor Anthony Blogg Is as sick as a dog, 
Spite of sundry unwonted potations of grog, 
Of the time the Duteh packet is fairly at sea, flee. 
With the sands called the Goodwin's a league on her 
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And now, my good friends, I've a fine <^)p6rianity 
To obfuscate voa all by sea tenns with imponity, 

And talkins of *caiilking/ And * quarter^deel 
* Fore and aft,' And ' abaft,' [waUung,' 

* Hookers,' ^ barkeys/ and * craft * 

(At which Mr Poole has bo wickedly langht), 

Of binnacles, — bilboes, — ^the booni called the spanker, 

The best bower cable, — ^the lib, — and sheet anchor ; 

Of lower>deck guns, — and ot broadsides and chases, 

Of taiErails and topsails, and splicing main-braces, 

And ' Shiver my timbers ! * and other odd phrases 

Employed by old pilots with hard-featured faces ; — 

Of tiie expletives sea-faring (xentlemen use, 

The allusions they make to the eyes of their crews ; — 

How the Sailors, too, swear. How they cherish their 
And what veiy long pigtails a great many wear. — [hair, 
But, Reader, I scorn i^the fact is, I fear, 
To be candid, I can^t make these matters so clear 
As Marryat, or Cooper, or Captain Chamier, 
Or Sir £. Lytton' Bnlwer, who brought up the rear 
Of the ' Nauticals,' just at the end of the year « 
Eighteen thirty-nine— (how Time flies I-— Oh, dear !) — 
With a well- written preface, to make it appear [beer. 
That bis play, the * 6ea-Gaptain,* 's by no means small 
There I — * hrought up the rear' — ^you see there's a mistake 
Which none of the authors I've mentioned woidd make, 
I ought to have said, that he * sail'd in their wake.' — 
So 111 merely observe, as the water grew rougher 
The more my poor hero continued to sulfer. 
Till the Sailors themselves cried, in pity, * Poor Buffer ! ' 

Still rougher it grew, And still harder it blew, 
And the thunder kica'd up such a halliballoo, 
That even the Skipper began to look blue ; 

While the crew, who were few, Look'd very queer, 
And seem'd not to know what exactly to do, [too, 

And they who'd the charge of thein wrote in the logs, 
^ Wind N.£. — blows a hurricane — rains cats and dogs.* 
In short it soon grew to a tempest as rude as J[<^/ * 
Thai Shakspeare describes near the ' still vext Sermn- 

When Uie winds, in their sport, Drove aside from its 
The King's ship, with the whole Neapolitan Court, [port 
And swamp'd it to give * the King's Son, Ferdinand,' a 
Soft moment or two with the Lady Miranda, 
While^ her Pa met the rest, and severely rebuked *em 
For unhandsomely doing him oat <4 his Dnkedom. 
You doRt want me, however, to paint yon a Storm, 
As so many have done, and in colours so warm : 
liord Byron, for instance, in manner facetious, 
Mr Alnsworth more grainely, — see also Lucretius, ' 
— A writer who gave me no trifling vexation [tion — 
When a youngster at school on Dean Colet's tbunda- 

Snfllce it to say That the whole of that day. 
And the next, and the next, they were scudding away 

Quite out of their course, rropell'd by the force 
Of those flatulent folks known in Classical story as 
Aquilo, Libs, Notus, Auster, and Boreas, [Jersey, 

Driven quite at their mercy Twixt Guernsey and 
Till at lengtn they came bump on the rocks and the 

shallows. 
In West longitude. One, fifty-seven, near St Maloes ; 

There roull not be surprised, 

That the vessel eapsixed, [tions, 

Or that Blogg, who had made, from intestine commo- 
Uis specifical gravity less than the Ocean's, [spray. 

Should go floating away, 'Midst the surges and 
Like a cork in a gutter, which, swoln by a shower, 
Runs down Holborn-hill about nine knots an hour. 

You've seen, I've no doubt, at Bartholomew fair. 
Gentle Reader, — that is, if you've ever been there, — 
With their hands tied behind them, some two or three 
Of bovs round a bucket set up on a chair, [pair 

Skipping and dipping Eyes, nose, chin, and lip in. 
Their faces and hair with the water all dripping, 
In an anxious attempt to catch hold of a pippin, 
That bobs up and down in the water whenever 
They touch it, as mocking the fruitless endeavour ; 
Exactly as Poets say, — ^how, though, they can't tcU us, — 
Old Nick's Nonpareils play at bob with poor Tantalus. 
— Stay I — I'm not clear, But I'm rather out here ; 
'Twas the water itself that slipp'd from him, I fear ; 
Faith, I can't recollect — and I haven't Lempri^re. — 
No matter, — ^poor Blogg went on ducking and bobbing. 
Sneezing out the salt water, and gulpiug and sobbing, 
Just as Clarence, in Shakspeare, describes all the qualms 

he 
Experienced while dreaming they'd drown'd him in 

Malmsey. 

* Lord,' he thought, * what pain it was to drown ! ' 

And saw great fishes with great goggling eyes, 
Glaring as he was bobbing np and down, 
And looking as they thought him quite a prize ; 

• Sec note, p. 19. 



When, as he sank^ and all was growing dark, 
A something seized him with its jaws ! — A shark ?— 

No such thing, Reader : — ^most opportunely for Blogg, 
'Twas a very large, web-footed, curiy-tail'd Dog ! 



I'm not much of a traveler, and really can*t boast 
That I know a great deal of the Brittany coast 

But I've often heard say That e'en to this day. 
The people of Granville, St Maloes, and thereabout 
Are a class that society doesnt much care about ; 
Men who gain a subsistence by contraband dealing, 
And a mode of abstraction strict people call * stealing; 
Notwithstanding all which, they are civil of speech. 
Above all to a s&anger who comes within reach ; [Dog 

And they were so to Blogg When the curly-tail'd 
At last dragg'd him out, high and dry on the beach. 

But we all have been told By the, proverb of old, 
By no means to think * all that glitters is gold ;' 

And, in fact, some advance That most people in 
Join the manners and air of a Maitre de Danse, [France. 
To the monds— (as Johnson of Chesterfield said) — 
Of an elderly Lady, in Babylon bred, 
Much addicted to flirting, and dressing in red. — 

Be this as it might. It embarrass'd Blogg quite 
To find those about him so very polite. 

A suspicious observer perhaps might have traced 
The petitt §oin9, tender'd with so much good taste. 
To tne sight of an old-fashion'd pocket-book, placed 
In a black leather belt well secured round his waist, 
And a ring set with diamonds, his finger that graced, 
So brilliant no one could have guess'd they were paste. 

The group on the shore Consisted of four ; 
You will wonder, perhaps, there were not a few more ; 
But the fact is they've not, in that part of the nation, 
What Malthus would term, a * too dense population,' 
Indeed the sole sign there of man's habitation 

Was merely a single Rude hut in a dingle 
That led away inland direct from the shingle, 
Its sides clothed with underwood, gloomy and dark, 
Some two hundred yards above high-water mark ; 

And thither the party, So cordial and hearty. 
Viz., an old man, his wife, and two lads, made a start, he. 

The Bagman, proceeding. With equal g^ood breed- 
To express, in indinerent French, all he lecls, Fing, 
The great curly-tail'd Dog keeping close to his heels. — 
They soon reach'd the hut, which seem'd partly in ruin, 
All the way bowing, chattering, shrugging, Mon 

Dieuing. 
Grimacing, and what sailors call parhy-rooing. 

• 

Is it Paris, or Kitchener, Reader, exhorts 

You, whenever your stomach's at all out of sorts. 

To toy, if vou find richer viands won't stop in it, 

A basin of good mutton broth with a chop in it ? 

rSuch a baun and chop »8 I once heard a witty one 

Call, at the Ghurick, a * c — d Committee one,' 

An expression, I own, I do not think a pretty one.) 

BiWever, it's clear, That, with sound table beer, 
Such a mess as I speak of is very good cheer ; 

Especially too When a person's wet through, 
And is nungry, and tired, and don't know what to do. 
Now just such a mess of delicious hot pottage 
Was smoking away when they enter'd the cottage, 
And casting a truly delicious perfume 
Through the whole of an ugly, old, ill-furnish'd room. 

' Hot, smoking hot,' On the fire was a pot 
Well replenish'd, but really I can't sav with what ; 
For, famed as the French always are for ragouts. 
No creature can tell what they put in their stews, 
Whether bull-frogs, old gloves, or old wigs, or old shoes ; 
Notwithstanding, when offer'd I rarely refuse. 
Any more than poor Blogg did, when seeing the reeky 
Repast placed before him, scarce able to speak, he 
In ecstaisy mutter'd, * By Jove, Cocky <leckv ! ' 

In an instant, as soon Ajb they gave him a spoon, 
Eveiy feeling and faculty bent on the gruel, he 
No more blamed Fortune for treating him cruelly, 
But fell tooth and nail on the soup and the houilli. 



Meanwhile that old man standing by 

Subducted his long coat-tails on high, 

With his back to the fire, as if to £y 

A part of his dress which the watery sky 

Had visited rather inclemently. — 

Blandly he smiled, but still he look'd sly. 

And a something sinister lurk'd in his eye. 

IndecMi, had you seen him his maritime dress in, 

You'd have own'd his appearance was not prepossessing ; 

He'd a * dreadnought * coat, and heavy sahoti 

With thick wooden soles tum'd up at the toes, 

His nether man rased in a striped qitelque chose. 

And a hump on his back, and a great hook'd nose, 



So that nine out of ten would be led to suppose 

That the person before them was Punch in plain clothes 

Yet still, as I told you, he smiled on all present. 
And did all that lay in his power to look pleasant. 

The old woman, too. Made a mighty ado, 
Helping her guest to a deal of the stew ; 
She fish'd up the meat, and she helped him to that. 
She help'd him to lean, and she help'd him to fat, 
And it look'd like Hare — ^but it migbt have been Cat. 
The little garcoju too strove to express 
Their sympathy towards the * Child of distress * 
With a great deal of juvenile French poUtesfe : 

But the Bagman bluff Continued to * stuff ' 
Of the fat, and tne lean, and the tender and tough. 
Till they thought he would never cry • H^d, enough ! ' 
And the old woman's tones became far less agreeable, 
Sounding like peste ! and sacre ! and dlable ! 

I've seen an old saw, which is well worth repeatin^« 
That says, 

Scsntdf^ gooli idrgnttpitgr / 
You'll find it so printed by Caztoit or CSI^kgn, 
And a very good proverb it is to my thinking. 

Blogg ^ouent so too ; — As he finished his stew, 
His ear caught ttie sound of the word * Morhhu ! ' 
Pronounced by the old woman under her breath. 
Now, not knowing what she could mean by ' Blue 
He conceived she ref enr'd to a delicate brewing [Death I * 
Which is almost synonymous, — namely, * Blue Ruin.* 
So be pursed up his lip to a smile, and with glee. 
In his cockneyty'd accent, responded, ' Oh, Vee 1 ' 

Which made her understand he Was asking for 
brandj. 
So she tum'a to the cupboard, and, having aome handy« 
Produced, rightly deeming he would not object to it, * 
An orbicular bulb with a very long neck to it ; 
In fact you perceive her mistake was the same as his. 
Each of them * reasoning right from wrong premises ; ' 

— And here by the way, AUow-me to say, 
Kind Reader, you sometimes permit me to stray — 
Tis strange the French prove, when they take to as- 
So inferior to us in the seience of cursing ; [pening, 

Kick a Frenchman down-stairs, 

How absurdly he swears. 
And how odd 'tis to hear him, when beat to a jelly. 
Roar out, in a passion, * Blue Death ! ' and * Blue Belly I 

* To return to our sheep ' from this little digression — 

Blogg's features assumed a complacent expression 

As he emptied his glass, and she gave him a frecdi one ; 

Too uttle he heeded. How fast they succeeded. 
Perhaps you or I might have done, though, as he did ; 
For when once Madam Fortune deals out her hard raps:, 

It's amazing to think, How one * cottons ' to Drink : 
At such times, of all things in nature, perhaps 
There's not one that is half so seducing as Schnap§, 
Mr Blogg, besides being uncommonly dry, 
Was, like most other Bagmen, remarrably shy, [plv,' 

— * Did not like to deny ' — * Felt obliged to com- 
Every time that she ask'd him to * wet t'other eye ; * 
For, 'twas worthy remark that she spared not the stoup, 
Though before she had seem'd so to grudge him the soup. 

At length the fumes rose To his Drain ; and his 
Gave hints of a strong disposition to dose, [nose 

And a yearning to seek * horizontal repose.' — 

His queer-looking host, Who, finn at his post. 
During all the long meal had continued to toast [to. 

That garment 'twere rude to Do more than allude 
Perceived, from his breathing and nodding, the views 
Of his guest were directed to * taking a snooze : ' 
So he caught up a lamp in his huge dirty paw. 
With (as Blogg used to tell H) * MounBeer, ncirvy ma ir .' * 

And * marshall'd ' him so * The way he should go/ 
Up-stairs to an attic, large, gloomy, and* low. 

Without table or cluiir. Or a movable there, 
Save an old-fashion'd bedstead, much out of repair, 
That stood at the end most removed from the stair. — 

With a grin and a shrug The host points to the ru^. 
Just as much as to say * There !— I think youTl be snug ! ' 

Puts the light on the floor, Walks to the door. 
Makes a formal Salaam^ and is then seen no more : 
When just as the ear lost the sound of his tread. 
To the Bagman's surprise, and, at first to his dread. 
The great curly-tail'd Dog crept from under the bed !— 

— It's a very nice thing when a man's in a fright. 
And think's matters air^Tong,to find matters all right : 
As, for instance, when goiAg home late-Lsh at night 
Through a Churchyard, and seeing a thing all in whit**. 
Which, of course, one is led to consider a Sprite, 

To find that the Ghost Is merely a post, 
Or a miller, or chalky-faced donkey at most : 
Or, when taking a walk as the evckings begin 
To close, or, as some people cq]\ it, * drnw in,' 
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And some undefined form, * looming large * thiongh the 
Presents itqelf , right in you path, to your gaze, [base 

Indneing a dread Of a \nock on the head, 
Or a severed carotid, to find that, instead 
Of one of those rnffians who mnrder and fleece men, 
It's your uncle, or one of the * Rural Policemen ; ' [vein ; 

Then the blood flows again Through artery and 
TouVe delighted with what just before gave you pain : 
You laugh at your fears — and your friend in the log 
Meets a welcome as cordial as Anthony Blogg 
Now bestowed on kii friend — the great curly-tail'd Dog. 

For the Dog leap'd up, and his paws found a place 
On each side his neck in a canine embrace, 
And he lick'd Blogg's hands, and he lick'd his faee, 
And he waggled his tail as mueh as to say, 
Mr Blogg, wt*rt foregather*d before to-day, 
.-Vnd the Bagman saw^ as he now sprang up, 

W^at, beyond all doubt, He might have found out 
Before, had he not been so eager to sup, 
'Twas Sancho I — the Dog he had rear a from a pup ! — 
The Dog who when sinlung had seized his hair, — 
The Dog who had saved, and conducted him there, — 
The Dog he had lost out of BiUiter Square 1 1 

It's passing sweet. An absolute treat. 
When friends, long severed by distance, meet — 
With what warmth and affection each other they greet ! 
Especially too, as we very well know, 
If there seems any chance of a little cadeau, 
A * Present from Brighton,* or * Token ' to show, 
In the shape of a won-booc, ring, bracelet, or so, 
That our friends don't forg^ us, although they may go 
To Ramsgate, or Rome, or Fernando Po. 
If some little advantage seems likely to start. 
From a fifty-pound note to a two-penny tart, 
It*s sorprising to see how it softens the heart, [strongest 
And joull find those whose hopes from the other are 
Use, m common, endearments the thickest and longest. 

But, it was not so here ; For although it is clear, 
When abroad, and we have not a single friend near. 
E'en a car that will love us becomes very dear, 
And the balance of interest *twixt him and the Dog 
Of course was inclining to Anthony Blogg, 

Yet he, first of all, ceased To encourage the beast. 
Perhaps thinking * Enough is as good as a feast ; ' 
And besides, as weVe said, being sleepy and mellow. 
He grew tired of patting and crying, * Poor fellow ! ' 
So his smile by degrees hardened into a frown, [down 1 ' 
And his, ' Tliat's a good dog 1 ' into ' Down, Sancho ! 
But nothing could stop his mute fav*rite*s caressing. 
Who, in fact, seem*d resolved to prevent hisnndiening, 

Using paws, tail, and head, Ai if he had said, 
* Most beloved of masters, pray, don't go to bed ; 
You had much better sit up, and pat me instead I ' 
Xay, at last, when determined to take some repose, 
Blogg threw himself down on the outside the clothes, 

Spite of all he could do. The dog jump*d up too. 
And kept him awake with his very cold nose ; 

Scratching and whining. And moaning andpining. 
Till Blogg reimy believed he must have some design in 
Thus breuing his rest ; above all, when at length 
The dog scratched him off from the bed by sheer strength. 

Extremely annoyed by the * tarnation whop,' as it 
Is call'd in Eentuck, on his head and its opposite, 

Blogg showed fight ; When he saw, by the light 
Of the fiickering candle, that had not yet quite 
Burnt down in the socket, though not over bright. 
Certain dark-colour'd stains, as of blood newly spilt, 
Reveai'd by the dog*s having scratched off the quilt, — 
Which hinted a stoiy of horror and guilt ! — 

'Twas * no mistake,' — ' He was * wide awake * 
In an instant ; for, when oiily decently drunk, 
Nothing sobers a man so completely as ' funk.' 

And hark ! — what's that ? — They have got into 
chat 
In the kitchen below — ^what the deuce are they at ? — 
There's the ugly old fisherman scolding his wife — 
And she — ^by the Pope I she's whetting a knife : — 

At each twist Of her wrist, 
And her great mutton fist. 
The edge of the weapon sounds shriller and louder ! — 

The fierce kitchen fire Had not made Blogg per- 
spire 
Half so much, or a dose of the best James's powder. — 
It ceases-^l's silent I — and now, I declare 
There's somebody crawls up that rickety stair. 



The horrid old ruffian comes, cat-like, creeping ; — 
He opens the door just sufiicient to peep in. 
And sees, as he fancies, the Bagman sleeping ! [some 
For Blogg, w^hen he'd once ascertain'd that there was 
* Precious mischief' on foot, bad resolved to play 
* Tossam ; ' — 



Down he went, legs and head. Flat on the bed. 
Apparently sleeping as sound as the dead ; ^a thing, 
While, though none who look'd at him would thmk sucn 
Everynerve in his frame was braced up for a spring. 

Then, just as the villain Crept, stealthily still, in, 
And you'd not have insured his guest's life for a shilling. 
As the knife gleam'd on high, bright and sharp as a razor, 
Blogg, starting upright, ' tipp'd ' the fellow * a facer ; ' — 
— ^IX>wn went man and weapon — Of all sorte of hlovrs, 
From what Mr Jackson reports, I suppose 
There are few that surpass a flush hit on the nose. 

Now had I the pen of old Oasian or Homer [|mer, 

(Though each of these names some pronounce a nusno- 

And say the first pexsea Was call'd James M'Pher- 
While, as to the seeond, they stoutly declare [son. 

He was no one knows who, and bom no one knows 
Or had I the quill of Pierce Egan, a writer [where). 
Acknowledged the best theoretical fighter [Peers, 

For the last twenty years, By the lively young 
Who, doffing their coronets, collsn, and ermine, treat 
Boxers to * Max,' at the One Tun in Jermyn Street ; — 
— I say, could I borrow these Gentlemen's Muses, 
More skiU'd than my meek one in * fibbinga ' and bruises, 

I'd describe now to you As * prime a Set-to,' 
And * regular turn-up,' as ever you anew ; 
Not inferior in ' bottom ' to aught you have read of 
Since Cribb, yean ago, half knoek'd Molyneux's head off. 
But my dainty Urania says, * Such things are shocking 1' 

Lace mittens she loves. Detesting * Hie Gloves ;' 
And turning, with air most disdainfully mocking. 
From Melpomene's buskin, adopts the silk stocking. 

So, as far as I can see, I must leave you to* fancy' 
The thumps and the bumps, and the ups and the downs, 
And the taps, and the slaps, and the r«>s on the crowns. 
That pass'd 'twixt the Husband, Wife,Bagman, and Dog, 
As Biogg roU'd over them, and they roll^ over Blogg ; 

While what's caU'd 'The Clazet' Flew over the 
garret ; [whack'd, 

Merely stating the fact, As each other they 
The Dog his old master most gallantly back'd ; [off. 
Making both the garforiBf who came running in, sneer 
With * Hippolyte's ' thumb, and * Alphoose's ' left ear off ; 

Next, makuig a stoop on The buffeting group on 
The fioor, rent in tatters the old woman's j upon ; 
Then the old man tum'd up, and afresh bite of Sancho's 
Tore out the whole seat of his striped Calimancoes. — 

R»dly, which way This desperatef fray 
Might have ended at last, I'm not able to say, 
The dog keeping thus the assassins at bay : 
But a few fresh arrivals decided the ^y ; 

For bounce went the door, In came half a score 
Of the passengers, sailors, and one or two more 
Who had aid^ the party in gaining the shore ! 

It's a great many years ago — mine then were few — 
Since I spent a short time in old Ckmrageuz ; — 

I think that they say She had been, in her day, 
A Fu»t-rate, — ^but was then what they term'd a Masee, — 
And they took me on board in the Downs, where she lay. 
(Captain Wilkinson held the command, by the way.) 
In her I pick'd up, on that single occasion, 
The little I know that concerns Navigation, 
And obtain'd, inter a/ta, some vague information 
Of a practice which often, in cases of robbing, 
Is adopted on shipboard — ^I think it's call'd * cobbing.' 
How it's managed exactly I really cant say, 
But I think that a boot- jack is brought into play — 
That is if I'm right : — it exceeds my ability 

To tell how 'tis done ; But the system is one 
Of which Sancho's exploit would increase the facility. 
And, from all I can Icam, Fd much rather be robb'd 
Of the little I have in my puiae, than be * cobb'd ;* — 

That's mere matter of taste : 

But the Frenchman was placed — 
I mean the old scoundrel whose actions we've traced — 
In such a position, that, on this unmasking, [ing. 

His consent was the last thing the men thought of ask- 

The old woman, too, Was obliged to go through, 
With her boys, the xxmgh discipline used by the crew. 
Who, before they let one of the set see the back of them, 
* Cobb'd ' the whole party, — ay, ' every man Jack of 
them.' 

MOBAL. 

And now, Gk»ntl6 Reader, before that I say 
Farewell for the present, and widi you good day, 
Attend to the moral I draw from my lay ! — 

If ever you travel, like Anthony Blogg, 
Be wary of strangers !— don't take tew much grog I 
And don't fall asleep, if you should, like a hog ! — 
Above all— cany wiUi yon a curly-tail'd Ik>g t [ing. 

Lastly, don't act like Blogg, who, I say it with blush- 
Sold Sancho next month for two guineas at Flushing ; 
But still on these words of the Ba^ keep a fix'd eye, 

IVGHaTTM 81 DXZntn, OMNIA DIXTI I ! I 



L'Envoye. 

I felt so disgusted with Blogg, from sheer shame of him 
I never once thought to inquire what became of him ; 
If you want to know. Reader, the way, I opine, 

To achieve your design, — Mind, it s no wish of 
mine, — 
Is, — (a penny will do't) — ^by addressing a line 
To Turner, Dir, Weipersyde, Rogers, and Pyna 



NoiB. 



SixcB penning this stanza, a learn'd Antiquary 
Has put my poor muse in no trifling quandary. 
By writing an essay to prove that he knows a 

Spot which in tnxtli is. The rtal ' Bermoothes.' 
In the Mediterranean, — now call'd Lampedosa ; 
— ^For proofs, having made, as he farther alleges, stir. 
An entrj was found in the old Parish Register, 
The which at his instance the excellent Vicar ex- 
tracted : vix. ' Caliban, base son of Sycorax.' [' Staff ; ' 

— He had rather, by half, Have found Prosperu's 
But 'twas useless to dig, for the want of a piek or axe. — 
Colonel Pasley, however, 'tis everywhere said, 
Now he's blown up the old Royal George at Spithead, 
And the great dill at Dover, of which we've all read, 
Takes his whole apparatus, and goes out to look 
And see if he can't try and blow up ' the Book*' 
— 4]tentle Reader, farewell 1 — H I add one more lino, 
* He'U be, in all likehliood, blowing up mine / ' 



THE BLACK MOUSQUETAIRE. 
A LEGEND OF FRANCE. 

"TjlRAN^OIS XAVIER AUGUSTS was a gay 
Ju Mousquetaire, 

The Pride of the Camp, the delight of the Fair : 
He'd a mien so diaiingue and so debonnairtt 
And shrugg'd with a grace so recherche and rare, 
And he twirl'd his moustache with so charming an air, 
— His moustaches I should say, because he'd a pair, — 
And, in short, show'd so much of the true B^avoir f^tire, 
All the ladies in Paris were wont to declare, [law 

That could any one draw Them from Dian's strict 
Into what Mrs Ramsbottom calls a ' Fox Paw,' 
It would be Frangois Xavier Auguste de St. Foix. 

Now, I'm sorry to say, At that time of day, 
The Court of Versailles was a little too gay ; 
The Courtiers were all much addicted to Play, 
To Bourdeaux, Chambertin, Frontignac, St. Peray, 

Lafitte, Cbflteau Margaux, And Silleiy (a cargo 
On which John Bull sensibly (?) lays an embargo). 

While Louis Quatorze Kept about him in scores. 
What the Noblesse, in courtesy, term'd his ' Jane Shores/ 
— ^They were call'd by a much coarser name out-of-doors. 

Tnis, we all must admit, in A King's not befitting ! 
For such CGuzses, when foUow'd by persons of quality. 
Are apt to detract on the score of morality. 

Francois Xavier Auguste acted much like the rest of 

them, [of them ; 

Dress'd, drank, and fought, and eha9»iedi with the best 

Took his (K(7 de perdri^ Till he scarcely could see, 
He would then sally out in the streets for a < spree ;' 

His rapier he'd draw, Pink a BourgeoU 
A word wnich the English translate * Johnny Raw ') ; 
or your thorough French Courtier, whenever the fit he's 
Thinks it prime fun to astonish a citizen ; [in, 

And perhaps it's no wonder that this kind of scrapes, 
In a nation which Voltaire, in one of his japes, 
Defines ' an amalgam of Tigers and Apes,' 
Should be merely consider'd as * LitUe Escapes.' 

But I'm sorry to add, Things are almost as bad 
A great deal nearer home, and that similar pranks 
Amongst young men who move in the verv first ranks, 
Are by no means confined to the land of the Franks. 

Be this as it will. In the general, still. 
Though blame him we must, It is really but ju^t 
To our lively young friend, Fran9ois Xavier Auguste. 

To say, tnat howe'er Well known his faults were, 
At his Bacchanal parties he always drank fair, 
And when gambling his worst, always play'd on the 

equare; 
So tnat, being mueh more of pigeon than rook, he 
Lost li^ge sums at faro (a game like ' Blind Hookey '), 

And continued to lose. And to give lOU's, 
Tin he lost e'en the credit he had with the Jews ; 
And, a parallel if I may venture to draw 
Between Fran9ois Xavier Auguste de St. Foix, 
And his namesake, a still more distinguish'd Francois, 
Who wrote to his * scevr ' * From Pavia, * Mon 
Cteixr, 
* Mrs iDgoIdsby, who i« deeply read In Itoberlaon. tofoniis fD« 
that this is a mlBtak« ; ttut the LUy to Urbom tbii m«nMirablo 
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I hmve lost all I had in the world /art Ihomieur.* 

So St Foix might have wrote No dissimilar note 

* Vive Ja bagatelle I U>uJottr« gai^idem semper — 
I've lost all I had in the world but — lay temper ! * 

From the Tery beginning, Indeed, of his sinning, 

His air was so cheorfnl, his manners so winning, 

That once he preTatl*d— or his friends coin the tale for 

him — [for him. 

On the bailiff who < nabb*d * him, himself to ' go baU * 

Well — ^we know in these cases, 

Your ' Crabs * and ' Deuce Aces * 
Are wont to promote frequent changes of places ; 
Town 4octors, indeed, are most apt to declare 
That there's nothing so good as tne pure * country air,* 
Whenever exhaustion of person, or purse, in 
An invalid cramps him, and sets him a-cursing ; 
A habit, I'm very much grieved at divulging, 
Francois Xavier Aognste was too prone to indulge in. 

But what could be done ? It s clear as the snn. 
That, though nothing's more easy than say, *■ Cut and 

run I' 
Yet a Guardsman can't live without some sort of fun — 

£*en I or you, If we*d nothing to do, 
Should soon find ourselves looking remarkably b!ue. 

And, since no one denies W£it's so plain to all eyes, 
It won't, I am sure, create any surprise. 
That reflections like these half reduced Jbo despair 
Fratt9oi8 Xavier Auguste, the gay Black Mousquetaire. 

Patienee par force ! He ooneider^d, of course, 
Bui in vain — ^he could hit on no sort of resource — 

Love ? — Liquor ? — Law ? — Loo ? 

They would each of them do, 
There's excitement enough in all four, but in none he 
Could hope to get on tans V argent — i. 0. money. 
Love ? — no ; — bdies like little eadeaux from a suitor. 
Liquor?— no, — ^that wont do, when reduced to *the 
Fewter.'— 

Then Law ? — 'tis the same ; It's a very fine game, 
But the fees and delays of * the Courts ' are a shame, 
A? Lord Brongham says himself — who's a very great 
name, fin his 

Though the Tdies made it clear he was perfectly lost 
Classic attempt at .translating Demosthenes, [articles. 

And don t know his * pi^cles,' — Who ^Tote the 
Showing his Qreek up so, is not known very well ; 
Many thought Barnes, others Mitchell — some Merivale ; 

But it s scarce worth debate, Because from the date 
Of my tale one conclusion we saiely may draw. 
Viz. : twas not Fran9ois Xavier Auguste de St. Foix ! 

Loo ? — No ; that he had tried : 

Twas, in fact, his weak side, 
B lit required more than any a purse well supplied, [story. 

* Love? — Liquor? — Law? — Loo? ' No I 'tis all the same 
Stay ! I have it— itfa /oi / (that's * Odd's Bobs 1 ') there 

is Glory. [6riicrrc / 

•Away with dull care! Vive le Boil Vive la 
Peste ! I'd almost forgot I'm a Black Mousquetaire ! 
When a man is like me, Sane riz sous, sans souei, 
A bankrupt in pnrse, And in character worse, 
With a shocking bad hat, and his credit at zero, 
What on earth can ho hope to become, — ^but a Hero ? 

What a famous tliought this is ! Ill go as Ulysses 
Of old did— like him 111 see manners and know countries ; 
Cut Paris, — and gaming, — ^and throats in the Low 
Countries. 

So said, and so done— he arranged his affairs. 
And was off like a shot to his Black Mousquetaires 

Now it happened just then That Field- Marshal 
Turcnne 
Was a good deal in want of * some active young men,' 

To fill up the gaps Which, through sundry mishaps. 

Had been made in his ranks by a certain * Great Conde',' 

A General unrivall'd — at least in his own day — [much 

Whose valour was such, That he did not care 

If he fought with the French,— or the Spaniards,— or 

Dutch, — 
A fact which has stamp 'd him a rather ' Cool hand,' 
Being nearly related to Louis le Grand, n)rother ; 

It had been all the same had that King been his 
He fonght sometimes with one, and sometimes with 
another ; 
For war, so exciting, He took such delight in. 
He did not care whom he fought, so he voas fighting. 
And, as I've just said, had amused himself then 
By tickling the tail of Field- Marshal Turenne ; 

hitUt w«s delivered by the hand» of Pennalosa, was the nnfor- 
tunAt« moDArch's mamma, and not bis hist«r. I would gladly 
rectify the error, but then,— what am 1 to do for a rhyme?— On 
the whole, 1 fear 1 must content myself, like Talleyrand, with 
admitting that* it is worae than a f.iuU-it'aa blunder ! '—for 
wblch enormity.— aa honest old Pipys tays when be rcconla 
liiving kiised his cookmald,— • I hambly beg ivardon of Heaven, 
and Mrs InguMfby ! ' 



Since which, the FieM-Marshal*s inost presing^ concern 
Was to tickle some other Chiefs tail in his tuni. 
What a fine thing a battle is 1 — ^not one of those 
Which one saw at the late Mr Andrew Ducrow^s, 
Where a dozen of scene-shifters, drawn np in rows. 
Would a dozen more scene-shifters boldly oppose, [foes, 

Taking great care their blows Did not injure their 
And alike, save in colour and cut of their clothes, 
Which were varied, to give more effect to * Tableaux* 

While Stickney the Great Flung the gauntlet to 
And made ns all tremble, so gallantly did he come [Fate, 
On to encounter bold General Widdicombe — 
But a real good fight, like Pultowa, or Lfitzen 
rWhich G^tavns the Great ended all his disputes in). 
Or that which Suwanow engaged without boots in, 
Or Dettingen, Fontenoy, Blenheim, or Minden, 
Or the one Mr Campbdl describes, Hohenlinden, 

Where * the sun was low,' The ground all over snow. 
And dark as mid>winter the swift uer^s flow, — 
Till its colour was altered by General Morean : 
While the big drum was heard in the dead of the night, 
Which rattled the Baid out of bed in a fright, 
And he ran np the steeple to look at the fight. 

*Twa8 in just such another one 

(Names only bother on^^ 
Dutch ones indeed are sufiScient to smother one — ) 
In the Netherlands somewhere— I cannot say where — 

SufiSce it that there La Fortune de guerre 
GaTO a cast of her calling to our MouM[uetaire. 
One fine morning, in shwt, Francois Xavier Auguste, 
After making some scores of his toes * bite the dust,' 
Got a mouthiul himself of the very same crust ; 
And though, as the Bard says, * No law is more just 
Than for Xeeis ariifieiSfr—go they call*d fiery 
Soldados at Rome, — * arte tudperire^ 

Yet Fate did not draw This poetical law 
To its fullest extent in the case of St. Foix. 
His Good Genius most probably found out some flaw, 

And diverted the snot From some deadlier spot 
To a bone which, I think, to the best of my memory, *s 
Call'd by Professional men the *os/emoris ;' 
And the ball being one of those named from its shape, 
And some fancied resemblance it bears to the grape, 

. St. Foix went down, With a groan and a frown. 
And a hole in his small-clothes the size of a crown. — 

^-Stagger'd a bit By this ' palpable hit,' 
He tum'd on his face, and went off in a fit. 

Yes ! a Battle's a very fine thing while your fighting. 
These same Ups-and-Downs are so very exciting. 

But a sombre sight is a Battle-field 

To the sad survivor's sorrowing eye. 
Where those, who scom'd to fly or yield. 
In one promiscuous carnage lie ; 
When the cannon's roar Is heard no more, 
And the thick dun smoke has roll'd away, 
And the victor comes for a last survey 
Of the well-fought field of yesterday I 

No triumphs flush that haughty brow, — 
No proud exulting look is there, — 

His eagle glance is himibled now. 
As, earthward bent, in anxious care 

It seeks the fonn whose stalwart pride 

But yester-mom was by his side I 

And there it lies ! — on yonder bank 
Of corses, which themselves had breath 

But yester-mom — now cold and dank, 
With other dews than those of death ! 

Powerless as it had ne'er been born 

The hand that clasp'd his — ^yester-mom ! 

And there are widows wand'ring there. 
That roam the blood-besprinkled plain, 

And listen in their dumb despair 
For sounds they ne'er may near again ! 

One word, however faint and low, — 

Ay, e*en a groan, — ^were music now ! 

And this is Glory I—Fame ! — 

But, pshaw ; 

Miss Muse, you're growing sentimental ; 
Besides, such things tee never saw ; 

In fact they're merely Continental. 
And then your Ladyship forgets 
Some widows came for epaulettes. 

So go back to your canter ; for one, I declare. 

Is now fumbling about our capsized Mousquetaire, 

A beetle-brow'd hag, With a knife and a bag, 
And an old tatter'd bonnet which, thrown back, discliises 
The ginger complexion, and one of those noses 
Peculiar to females named Levy and Moses, [way, shun 
Such as ner\'0U5 folks stiU, when they come in their 
Old vixen -faced tramps of the Hebrew persuasion. 



You remember, T tmst, Francis Xavier Auguste. 
Had uneommon fine limbs, and a v^ fine bust. 
Now there's something — ^I cannot tell what it may be — 
About good-looking gentlemen turned twenty-three. 
Above all when laid up with a wound in the knee. 
Which affects female hearts in no common degree. 
With emotions in which many feelings combine, 
Very easy to fancy, though hard to define ; 

Ugly or pretty. Stupid or witty, 
Young or <dd, they experience, in countiy or city. 
What's dearly not Love — yet it's wanner than Pity— 
And some such a feeling, no doubt, tis that stays ' 
The hand you may see uiat old Jezebel raise, 

Aim'd with Uie blade, So oft used in her trade. 
The horrible calling e'en now she is plying. 
Despoiling the dead, and despatching the dying ! 
For these * nimble Conveyancers,* after such battles 
Regarding as treasure trove all goods and chattels. 
Think nought, in * pemsing and settling ' the titles. 
So safe as six inches of steel in the vitah. 

Now don't make a joke of That feeling I spoke of : 
For, as sure as you're bora, that same feeling, — whateVr 
It may be, saves the life <^ the young Mousauctaire ! — 
The knife, that was levell'd erewhile at his UiitMt, 
Is employed now in ripping the lace from his coat. 
And nom what, I suppose, I most call his etdoiie ; 

And his pockets, no doubt, Being tnm'd inside out. 
That his moHehoir and gloves may be pnt ' up the spout ' 
(For of coin, you may weU conceive, all she can do 
Fails to ferret out even a single 4eu) ; 
As a muscular Giant would handle an elf, 
The virago at last lifts the soldier himself. 
And, like a She-Samson, at length lays him down 
In a hospital fonn'd in a neigh£)nring town ! 

I am not very snre, But I think twas Namnr; 
And there she now leaves him, expecting a core. 

cASfTO n. 

I ABOMiKATK phjTsic — I care not who knows 

That there's nothing on earth I detest like * a dose,' — 

That yellowish-grecn-looking fluid, whose hue 

I consider extremely unpleasant to view, 

With its sickly appearance, that trenches so near 

On what Homer defines the complexion of Fear ; 

X\opo¥ 8cof, I mean, A nasty pale green, 

Though for want of some word that mav better aval], 

I presume, our translators have rendered it ' pale : * 

For consider the cheeks Of those *well-boi»tM 
Their Egyptian descent was aquestion of weeks ; [Greeks,* 
Their complexion, of course, like a half-decay 'd leekV ; 
And youll see in in instant the thing that I mean in it. 
A Greek face in a funk had a good deal of green in it. 

I repeat, I abominate physic ; but then. 

If folks mil go campaigning about with such men 

As the Great Prince de Cond^ and Marshal Turenne. 

Thev may fairly expect To be now and then check'd 
By a bullet or sabre-cut. Then their b<st sdace is 
Found, I admit, in green potions and boluses ; [liunr. 

So, of course, I don't blame St. Foix, wounded and 
If he swallow'd a decent quant suff. of the same ; 
Though I'm told, in such cases, it's not the French plan 
To pour in their drastics as fast as they can, 
The practice of many an English Savan^ 

But to let off a man With a little pfisaune, 
And gently to chafe the patella (knee-pan). 

* Oh, woman I * Sir Walter observes, * when the brow 
's wrung with pain, what a minist'ring Angel ' art 

thou I ' 
Thou'rt a ' minist'ring Angel ' in no less degree, 
I can boldly assert, when Uie pain's in the knee : 
And medical friction Is, past contradiction. 
Much better perform'd by a She than a He. n^g<% 
A fact which, indeed, comes within my own kDim - 
For I well recollect, when a youngster at College, 

And, therefore, can quote A surgeon of note, 
Mr Grosvenor of Oxford, who not only ^Tote 
On the subject a very fine treaUse, but. still as his 
Patients came in, certain soft-handed Phyllises 
Were at once set to work on their legs, arms, and backs. 
And rabb'd out their complaints in a couple of cracks. — 
Now they say. To this day. 
When sick people can't pay 
On the Continent, many of tois kind of nurses 
Attend without any demand on their purses ; 
And these females, some old, others still in their tceni;. 
Some call * Sisters of Charity,' others • Beguines.' 
They don't take the vows ; but, half -Nun and half- 
Lay, 
Attend you ; and when you've got better, they say, 

* You're exceedingly welcome I There's nothing to ^ mv 

Our task is now done ; You are able to run. 
We never take money ; we cure you for fun I * 
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Then thftj drop you a curt'sy, and wish yon good day, 
And go oS to cure somebody else the same way. 
— A great many of these, at the date of my tale. 
In Namnr walked the hospitals, workhouse, and jail 

Among them was one, A most sweet Demi-nnn, 
Her cheek pensive and pale; tresses bright as the 

Sun, — 
Not carroty — no ; though you*d fancy you saw bum 
Such locks as the Greeks loved, which modems call 

aubum. 
These were partially seen through the veil which they 

wore all. 
Her teeth were of pearl, and her lips were of coral : 
Her eye-lashes silken ; her eyes, fine large blue ones ; 
Were sapphires (I don't call these similes new ones ; 
But, in metaphors, freely confess Fve a leaning 
To such, new or old, as convey best one*s meaning). — 
Then, for figure ? In faith it was downright barbarity 

To muffle a form Might an anchorite warm 
In the fusty stuff gown of a 8aur de la ChariW; 
And no poet could fancy, no painter conld draw 
One more perfect, in all points, more free from a flaw, 
Than hers who now sits by the couch of St Foix, 

Chafing there, With such care, 

And so dove-like an air, 
His leg, till her delicate fingers are charr'd 
With the Steer^s opodeldoc, joint-oil, and goulard ; 
— Their Dutch appellations are really too hard 
To be brought into verse by a transmarine Bard. — 

Now you see, And agree, 

I am certain, with me. 
When a young man's laid up with a wound in his knee. 

And a lady sits there, On a rush-bottom*d chair, 
To hand him tne mixtures his doctors prepare, 
And a bit of lump-sugar to make matters square ; 
Above all, when the Lady's remarkably fair, 
And the wonnded young man is a gay Mousquetaire, 
It's a ticklish affair, you may swear, for the pair, 
And may lead on to mischief before they're aware. 

I really don't think, spite of what friends would call his 
* PenehatU for Uaitoru* and graver men * follies ' 
(For my own part, I think planting thoms on their 

pillows, 
And leaving poor maidens to weep and wear willows, 
I<; not to be classed among mere peccadillos), 
His */aulU* I should say — I don't think Francois Xavier 
Entertained any thoughts of improper behaviour 
Towards his nurse, or that once to induce her to sin he 

meant 
While superintending his draughts and his liniment : 
But, as he grew stout. And was getting, about, 
Thoughts came into his head that had better i>ocn out ; 
While Cupids an urchin, We know deserves 
birching, [in. 

He*s so prone to delude folks, and leave them the lurch 

Twas doubtless his doing That absolute ruin 
Was the end of all poor dear There's shampooing. — 
Tis a subject I don t like to dwdl on ; but such 
Things will happen — ay, e'en 'mongst the phlegmatic 

Dutch. 

< When Woman,' as Goldsmith declare, ' stoops to folly, 
And finds out too late that false men can betray,' 

She is apt to look dismal, and grow *melan-choly,' 
And, in short, to be anything rather than gay. 

He ^es on to remark that < to punish her lover, 
N\ ring his bosom, and draw the tear into his eye, 

There is but one method ' which he can discover 
That's likely to answer — ^that one is * to die ! ' 

He s wrong — the wan and withering cheek ; 

The thin lips, pale, and drawn apart ; 
The dim yet tearless eyes, that speak 

The misery of the breaking heart ; 

The wasted form, th' enfeebled tone 
That whispering mocks the pitying ear ; 

Th' imploring elances heaven- ward urrown, 
As heedless, helpless, hopeless here ; 

These wring the false one*s heart enough, 
U * made oTpenetrable stuff.' 

And poor Ther^ Thus pines and decays, 
Till, stung with remone, St Foix takes a post-chaise 

With, for * wheelers,' two bays, 

And, for • leaders,' two greys. 
And soon reaches France, by the help of relays. 
Flying shabbily off from the sight of his virtim. 
And chiving as fast as if Old Nick had kick'd him. 

She, poor sinner. Grows thinner and thinner, 
Leaves off eating breakfast, and luncheon, and dinner, 
Till you'd really suppose she could have nothing in 
her. — 



One evening — ^'twas just as the clock struck eleven — 
They saw she'd been sinking fast ever since seven, 
She breath'd one deep sigh, threw one look up to Heaven, 
And aU was o'er I — Poor Ther^ was no more — 
She was gone I — the last breath that she managed to 

draw 
Escaped in one half-utter'd word— 'twas ' St Foix I * 

Who can fly from himself ? Bitter cares, when you 

feel 'era. 
Are not cured by travel — as Horace says, * Coelum 
Non am'mum mutant qui currunt irarts mare ! ' 
It's climate, not mind, that by roamine men vary — 
Bemorse for temptation to which you have yielded, is 
A shadow yon can't sell as Peter Schlemil did his $ 
It haunts you for ever — in bed and at board, — 

Ay, e en in your dreams. And you can't find, it 
Any proof that a guilty man ever yet snored ! [seems, 
It is much if he slumbers at all, which but few 
— ^Fran^ois Xavier Auguste was an instance — can do. 

Indeed, from the time He conamitted the crime 
Which cut off poor sister Ther^ in her prime. 
He was not the same man that he had b^n — his plan 
Was quite changed — in wild freaks he no more led 
the van ; [thinking, 

He'd scarce sleep a wink in A week ; but sit 

From company shrinking — He quite gave up 
drinking. 
At the mess-table, too, where now seldom he came, 
¥ish,/ric€LB9ee,/ricand€aUypotage, or game, 
Dindon atitx truffes, or turbot a la creme. 
No I — ^he still shook his head, — ^it was always the same, 
Still he never complain'd that the cook was to blame I 
'Twas his appetite fail'd him — ^no matter how rare 
And reeherehi the dish, how delicious the fare,^ 
What he used to like best he no longer %ould bear ; 

But he'd there sit and stare With an air of 
despair ; [repair ; 

Took no care, but would wear Boots that wanted 
Such a shirt too I you'd think he'd no linen to spare. 
He omitted to shave ; he neglected his hair. 
And look'd more like a Guy than a gay Mousquetaire. 

One thing, al)ove all, most excited remark ; 
In the evening he seldom sat long after dark. 
Not that then, as of yore, he'd go out for ' a lark ' 

With his friends \ but when they, After taking 
cafe J [a tray, 

Would have broil'd bones and kidneys brought in on 
— Which I own I consider a very good way, 
H a man's not dyspeptic, to wind up the day — 
No persuasion on earth could induce him io stay ; 
But he'd take up his candlestick, just nod his head. 
By way of * Good evening ! ' and walk off to bed. 
Yet even when there he seem'd no better off, 
For he'd wheeze, and he'd sneeze, and he'd hem ! and 

And they'd hear him all night, [he'd cough. 

Sometimes, sobbing outright. 
While his valet, who often endeavoured to peep, 
Declared that * his master was never asleep I 
But would sigh, and would groan, slap his forehead, 
and weep ; 

That about ten o'clock His door he would lock. 
And then never would open it, let who would knock ! — 

He had heard him, he said, 

' Sometimes jump out of bed, 
And talk as if speaking to one who was dead ! 

He'd groan, and he'd moan, In so piteous a tone, 
Begging some one or other to let him alone, 
That it really would soften the heart of a stone 
To hear him exclaim so, and call upon Heaven 
Then — The bother began always j'tut at eleven I ' 

Franvois Xavier Auguste, as I've told yon before, 

I believe was a popular man in his corps, [Nun, 

And his comrades, not one Of whom knew of tiie 
Now began to consult what was best to be done. 

Count Cordon Bleu And the Sieur de la Roue 
Confess'd they did not know at all what to do ; 
But the Chevalier Hippolyte Hector Achille 
Alphonse Stanislaus Emile de Grandville 

Made a fervent appeal To the zeal they must fed 
For their friend, so disting^h'd an officer, 's weal. 
* The first thing,' he said, *• was to find out the matter 
That bored their poor friend so, and caused all this 
clatter^ 

Mart de ma vie ! * — Here he took some rappee — 
' Be the cause what it may, he shall tell it to me I ' — 
He was right, sure enough — in a couple of days 
He womis out the whole story of Sister Thercse, 
Now entomb'd, poor dear soul ! in some Dutch Pere la 

Chaue, 
— * But the worst thing of all,' Francis Xavier declares, 
' Is, whenever I've taken my candle up-stairs, 
I There*? Ther^e sitting there — npon one of those chairs I 



Such a frown, too, she wears. And so frightfully 
glares. 
That I'm really prevented from saying my pray'rs, 
While an odour, — ^the veiy reverse of perfume, — 
More like rhubarb or senna, pervades the whole room ! ' 

Hector Achille Stanislaas Emile, 
When he heard him talk so felt an odd sort of feel ; 
Not that Ike cai«d for Ghosts — he was far too genteel i 
Still a queerish sensation came on when he saw 

Him, whom, for fun, They'd, by way of a pun 
On his person and principles, nick-named 6an9 Foif 

A man whom they had, yon see, 

Mark'd as a Sadducee, — 
In his homs, all at once, so completely to draw, 
And to talk of a Ghost with such manifest awe ! — 
It excited the Chevalier Grandville's surprise ; 
He shrugged up his shoulders, he tum'd up his eyes. 
And he thought with himself that he could not do less 
Thui lay the whole matter before the whole Mess. 

Repetition's detestable ; — So, as you're best able 
Paint to yourself the effect at the Mess-table — 

How the bold Brigadiers Priek'd up their ears. 
And received the account, some with fears, some with 

sneers. 
How the Sienr de la Bone Said to Count Cordon Bleu, 
^Ma foi^e^est lien droZe— Monseigneur, what say 

How Count Cordon Bleu [you ?' — 

Declared he * thought so too ; ' — [new ; ' — 

How the Colonel affirmed that * the cose was quite 

How the Obtains and Majors Began to lay wagers 
How far the Ghost part of the story was trae ; — 
How, at last, when aak'd * What was the best thing to 
Everybody was silent, — for nobody knew I [do ? ' 

And how, in the end, they said, * No one could deal 
With the matter so wdl, from his prudence and zeal. 
As the Gentleman who was the first to re^'oal 
This strange story — ^viz. Hippelyte Hector Achille 
Alphonse Stanidaus Emile de Grandville t 

I need scarcely relate The plans, little and great, 
Which came into the Chevalier Hippolyte's pate 
To rescue his friend from his terrible foes. 
Those mischievous Imps, whom the world, I supposo 
From extravagant notions respecting their hue. 
Has strangely agreed to denominate ' Blue,' 
Inasmuch as his schemes were of no more avail 
Than those he had, early in life, found' to fail, 
When he strove to lay salt on some little bird's tail. 

In vain did he tiy With strong waters to ply 
His friend) on the ground that he never could 5i)y 
Such a thmg as a Ghost with a drop in his eye -, 
St Foix never would drink now unless he was dry ; 
Besides, what the >'ulgar call * sucking the monkey ' 
Has ranch less effect on a man when he's funky. 
In vain did he strive to detain him at table, 
Till his * dark hour' was over — he never was able. 

Save once, when at Mess, With that sort of addres<, 
Which the British call 'Humbug,' and Frenchiiieu 

*Fine$8e' 
(It's * Blarney ' in Irish — I don't know the Scotch), 
He fell to admiring his friend's English watch.* 

He examined the face And the back of the case, 
And the young Lady's portrait there, done on enamel, 

* Saw by the likeness was one of the family j ' [he 

Cried ' Superbe J^Ma^ifique ! ' 

(With h'S tongue in his cheeky — 
Then he open'd the case, just to take a peep in it, and 
Seized ihe occasion to put back the minute hand. 
With a demi-con<7^, and a shrug, and a grin, he 
Returns the bijou and e^eii une afairtfinie — 

* I've done him,' thinks he, ' now 111 wager a guinea ! ' 

It happen'd that day They were all very gay, 

'Twas the Grand Monarq^s birthday — that is, 'twns 

St Louis's, [view as his — 

Which in Catholic countries, of course, they would 

So when HippoKte saw Him about to withdra\%-. 

He cried, * Come*— that won't do, my fine fellow, St 

Foix, — 
Give us five minutes longer, and drink ' Vive le Roi I ' 

Francois Xavier Auguste, Without any mistrust, 
Of the tricK that was play'd, drew his watch from h is fob, 
Just glanced at the hour, then agreed to * hob-nob,' 

Fill'd a bumper, and rose — ^With < Jkfesneurs, I 
propose— 
He paused — ^his blanch'd lips fail'd to utter the tnast. 
'Twas eleven! — he thought it half -past ten at most — 
Ev'ry limb, nerve, and muscle grew firm as a post, — 
His jaw dropp'd — ^his eyes Swell'd to twice their own 

size — 
And he stood as a pointer would stand — at a Ghost ! 
Then shrtck'd as he fell on the floor like a stone, 

* Ah 1 Sister ThJirese I now — do let me alone I ' 

* 'ToniploiiX I pr«ram«'?— Fabqchak. 
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THE INGOLDUBY LEGENDS., 



Its aiiiuing by ihea penevniuica whit man do, — 

H Ihcj stick lo Lord Somebodj* motto, ' Agrtido I ' 
Wm It not Bobert Brace ?— J deckie I'v« (i^rgul, 
Bat I think it wa9 Robert— you'll find it ia Srutt— 
IVho, irhoa eiusing Dune Fortune was taught by > 

' SImj'b sure to ciuiiu round, it jou will but abide her.' 
Then wulhet great Bob, Calld ' White-headed 
Bob,' 
Wliom I once saw receive sueb a thump on the ' nob ' 
From B liht which migbl almiist BO eleplianl brain. 
That 1 really beliered, at the first, he was slain, 
Fo> he laj' like a log od hi* back on the plain, 
'I'ill ■ gonlleman present accuatom'd to Iralii, 
Drew out a niuJl uncet, and opeu'd a vein 
JuE,! below his loft eje, nbicb relieving (he iiuin. 
Ilf stood up like a trump, with an ajr of disduiii, 
While his ' backer ' was fain — 
For lie could not refrain — 
(Uc was dress'd in pea-green, with a pin and gold chain, 
Audi think I beard inmebodjcallhitu' Squire Hayne,') 
To wliis]M;r lot irordt one should alwajs retain. 
—'Take A Bin at tbb lbhoh ako at am aoaim ! ! I'- 
A biut ue'rr tiuiiass'd, though thus spoken at random. 
Since Tf ncer's apostrophe — Nil detperanduia I 
Oram illc acted un it. and order'd his Tandem- 
He had hoard St Foix saj, That no vs^ greit wa^ 
From Namor was a snag little town call'd Orandprc, 
fii'sr which, a tew miles from the banks of the Haeso, 
Uwflt « prett; twin-sistec of poor dear Tbertse, 
Of the Raiiie age, of course, the same father, same motber. 
And as like (o Thet^ as one pea to another ; 

She lived with hn Mamma, Having loet her Papa, 
Lule of couiraband tdmapi an uoliceiued distiller. 
iud heiname was DesMooltns (in English, fttissUiller). 

Could bar^j 
To feel nioch regard toi her 



Now, thoueb Hippolyle Hoctor 
^Vhen she'd seen him so shamefully leave and ueglect 



[h= 



Klill, he ttaj well knew la this world there arc few 
8nt are ready much Christian forgiveneas to show 
Fw other fotk's wrongs — if well paid no to do — 
And he'd seratowbat acls'JIet a tif^iuto' compel ieatu 
Aud Mia, whose affairs bare once got out ut elbons, 
With the magic effect of a houdful o( crowns 
Ujion people whose pockets boast nothing but "browns 

A few frayia well applied He'd no doubt would 
Miss Agnes des Monlins to jump up and ride [decide 
As far as head-quarters, next day, by his side ; 
For the distance was nothing, to speak by comparison, 
To the toira where the Mousqaetaires now lay in gar- 
Then he Ibought, br the aid Of a veil, and gowu 
Like those worn by the lady his friend had betrav'd. 
They might dress up Miss Agnes so like lo the ^hade 
Which he fancied he saw, of that poor injured maid 
Come each ui^ht, with'hcr pale face, his gu it to npbra d 
That if once introduced to bis room, thus arrar d 
And Ihen unmask'd as soon as she'd long enough stav d 
Twould be no vciy difficult task to persiiade 
Him the whole was a aearvy trick, cleverlr plav d 
Out n[F|iitcond revenge, byamischievoosjadel [e m— 
Wilh respect to the scheme — though I do not call that a 
Still I've known soldiers adopt a worse stratagen 
And that, too, "among the decided apptu>ers 
Of General Sir David Dnndaa's ' Manoeuvres fcl 

There's a proverb, however, I've always thougl t 
Which my Grandmother never was tired f repeat rg 
■ The proiif of the Pndding ia lomid in the eat ng 
We shall see, in the sequel, bow Hector Achille 
Hod mix'd up the suet and plums loi hit meal 
The night had set in ;— 'twas a dark and a gl jomy one — 
on went St Foix to bis chamber ; a roomj ne 

Hvc stories high, The firrt floor fiu n the sky 
And Idfly euough to afford great facility 
For playing a game, with the youthful nob 1 ty [ g 

Of 'crackeorps.'ftdeolin Roqne5t,whentl ct refe 1 
In dull country quarters, mnui on them steal ng 

A netwaler'sapplied To a sixpence ssde [ ng 

Then if e spmi with tlie tbonb up to stick on the ced 

Intellectual amusement, which custom allows old 

troops, — [troops 

I'le seen it here practised at home br our Honwh Id 

He'd a table, uid bed. And three chairs aod all s 



Francis Xavicr Anguste tock'd and bolted bis door 
With just tiie same cantion he'd practised before ; 

Litfle be know That the Count Cordon Bleu, 
Wilh HectiT Acbille. and the Sienr de la Roue, 
Had been up there before him, and drawa ev'ry screw 



moment — th« watches and docks 
All point to elrtiea t — the bolta and the locks 
"■ 1 way — and the party turn out their b»g-(oi; — 

With stcn noiseless aud light, Tbou^ half in a 
ip in her left bond, a draught in her right, [fright, 
er robe long and black, and her veil long and white. 
uiiscUe Agnes des Moulins walks in as a sprite I — 

Sheapproachestbebed With thesamesilent tread 

as though she had been at least half a year dead I 
Then seating bcrwif on the ' rush-bottom 'd cliair,' 
Throws a cold atony glance on the Block Mousquetaire. 
If you're one of the ' play-going public,' kind Reader, 
And not a Moravian or rigid Seceder, 

You've seen Mr Kean, I mean in thai scene [piece. 
Of Macbeth,— by some thought the crack one of the 
Which has been so well painted by Mr M'CTise,- 
When ho wants, after having stiiid up to say grac«,* 
To sit down to bis haggis, and can't find a place; [chair 

You rememlwr his stare At the higfi-back'cf aira- 
Wbere the Ghost tits that nobody else knows is there, 
And how, after saying, ' What nian dares I dare I ' 

He proceeds lo declare He should not so mnch 
If it came in the shape of a ' tiger ' or ' bear,' [care 
But he don't like it shaking its long gory hair I 
While the obstinate Gboet, as determmed lo brave him. 

With a horrible grin. Sits, and cocks up bis chin. 
Just as though he was asking the tyrant to shave him. 

And Lennox and Bess Seem'quit« at a loss 
It they ought to go on with their sheep's head and 
And Lady Haebeth looks ancommonly cross, [sauce ; 

And says in a huff Tfs all ' Proper stnff ! ' — 
All this joull have seen. Header, often enough ; 
So. perhaps 'twill assist you in fanning some notion 
Of what mnst have been Francois Xavier's emotion 

If you fancy what troubled Maebelh to Ik 
And, instead ot one Banqno lo stare in his face \doubM. 
Witbont ' epeculalion,' suppose he'd a hraec ! 

I wish I'd poor Fuseli's pencil, who ne'er I bel- 
ieve was exceeded in pamling the terrible. 

Or that of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was so •- 
droit in depicting it — vide his piece 
Descnptii-e of Cardinal Beaufort's decease, 

Where thatprelate is lying. Decidedly dying. 

With the Kjng and his luife, Standjng just al 
bis feet, ' [sheet ; 

And his bands, as Dame Quickly says, fumbling the 
While, close at his ear. with the air of a scorner, 
' Busy, meddling,' Old Nick's grinning up in the cc 
But painting's an art I confess I am raw in. 
The fact is, I never took Ihsous in drawing 




a Augnste squatting up in bis bed, 
>r good llEHti™ will on ippMIif, 

Dd Eultb on l»ih.~-jnic6c((. 



His hands widely spread, His complexion like 
Ev'iy hair that he bos standing up on his head. [lead, 
As when, Agnes de* Monlins &Bt catching his view, 
Now right, onJ now left, rapid glances he threw. 
Then shriek'd with a wild and unearltily halloo, 

'JVoa DitiU v'ladevxl 

Br TBR POI'K XaBRB ABB TWO I M ' 

He fell bock^ne long aspimtion he drew. 
In flew De !a Bone, And Count C^ordon Bleu. 
Pouunade, Pomme-de-lerre. and the rest of their crew. 
He stirr'd not, — he spoke not, — he none ot them knew, 

And'Aehille cried, 'OdioDksl I fear br his looks. 
Oar friend, Francois Xaviar, has popp'd ofi the hooks 1 ' 

■Twas too true 1 Malluureux I ! 
It was done '. — he had ended bis earthly career, — 
He bad gone off at once with a Sea in his ear ; 
-The Black Mou-sqnetoije was as dead as Suidl-Iieer I '. 

L'Envo'je. 
A moral mote in point I scarce could hop« 
Than this, from Mr Alexander Pop«. 
If ever chance should bring some Comet gay 
And pious Maid, — as, poraibly, it may, — 
From Knightsbridge Barraelis, and the shades serpue 
Ot Clapham Kisc, as far as Kmsal Green ; 
O'er some pale marble when they join their head* 
To kiss the falling tears each other sheds ; 
Oh I may they pause ] — and think, in silent awe. 
He, that h« reads the words, > Ci gil SI Foil ! ' 
She, that the tombstone which her eye snrvevs 
Bears this sad line,— 'ific>a«t&zMr Thtrrit!' 
Then shall they sigh, and weep, and murmuring mj, 
' Oh 1 may we never play sucli tricks as Ihey ! ' — 
And if at such ■ time some Bard there be. 
Some sober Bard, addicted mnch to tc« 
And sentimental song — Like Ingoldsby — 
If such there be — who sings and sips so well. 
Let him this sod, this lender story tell 1 
Wam'd by the tale — the gentle uur shall boost, 
' I've 'scaped the Broken Heart l'— • and I the GhoBt 1 1 ' 
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SIR RUPERT THE FEARLESS. 
A LEOE.fD OF OEEMASY. 

SIB BUPERT THE FEABLESS, a gallant young 
Was oquallr ready to tipple or figbt, [knight. 

Crack a crown, or a bottle. Cut sirloin Or throttle 1 
In brief, or, ol Hume aays, ' to sum up tht toftle,' 
Unstoin'd by dtsbononr, uatallied by tear, 
All bis neighlKiun prononneed biin a pretiz cfieraliVr. 
Despite these perfections, corporeal and mental, 
He had one slight defect, vis. a rather lean rental ; 
Basidee, as 'tis own'd there are spots in the sun. 
So it must be confees'd tbat Sir Bopert liod one ; 

Being rather ontbiaking, He'd scarce sletri a 
wink in 
V night, but addict himself sadly to drinking, 

And what moralists say Is as naughty — to play. 
To Bougt el Noir, Hazard, Short Wbist, EearU; 
Till these, and a (ew lees defensible fanciea. 
Brought the Knight to the end of hi* slender finances. 

When at length through his boodng. 

And tenants refusing [lc«ing.' 

Their rents, swearing 'times were so bad they were 

His steward said, ' O, sir. It's some time ago, sir. 
Since ought through my hands reach'd the biker or 

And the tradesmen in general are grown great com- 

plainer^. 
Sir Rupert the Brove thus oddress'd his letainen : 

' My friends, since tbe stock Of my father's old 
Is out, with the EUrchwasBer, Barsac, Moselle, [bock 
And we're fairly reduced \o the pump and the well, 

I presume to suggest, We shall all find it best 
For each to shake hands with bis friends ere he goes, 
Moont his horse, it he boa one, and — follow his noso ; 

As to me. I opine, Left tnni money or wine, 
My best way is to throw myself into tbe Rhine, 



SIR RUPERT THE FEARLESS. 



Ry the light of wboee b«sm, 



Ifc 



a the It 



A daine, whose complexion vtt f&ir la new cream ; 

Prcttj pink alkea hoee Cova'd ankles aod tooB 
lu othpc respects the was scant; ol clothea; 
For, so says tradition, both written and oral, 
Her one gamumt wu loop'd ap mth buncbei of coral 
Full sireetl; she sang to 
With Bilrer chord* Fti«b 

And s]ie smiled on the Knight, 

Who, auuued at the sight, 
Soon found bis astonishment merged in delight ; 

But ths stream by degrees No* rose up to her 
Till at length it iniaded her very cbemise, [kne» 
While the faeaienl; stnin, w the waves aeaned to 

swallow her, 
And slowly she sank, stnuded faiater and bollower. 
— Jumping up in his boat And discardipg his coat. 
■ Here goes,' cried Sir Bnperi,'b» jingo, IB (dlow her ;' 
Then into the water he plimged with a souse 
That was heard qait« distinctly by those in the houe. 
Down, down, forty tatbom and more from the brink. 
Sir Bupeit the Fearless continues lo sink, (^fluns 

And, aa downward he go«s, Slill the cold nalpr 
ThroDgh bia ean, and his eyes, and his month, and his 

Till the mm and tlie brandy he'd swallow'd since lunch 
Wanted nothing bat lemon to fill him with punch : 
Some minutes elapsed since he enter'd the flood, 
Kre his heels toucb'd the bottom, and stuck in the mud. 

But obi what a sight Metthe eyesof the Euight. 
When he alood in the depth of the stream bolt upright !— 

A grand stalactite hsU, Like the care ol Fingal, 
Rose abore and about him i^gieat fishes and small 
Came throneiug arooud him, regardless of danger, 
Aud aeem'd all agog for a peep at the straager. 
Their fignrM and (exaa to describe, hingnage fails — 
They'd soeb rery odd heads and such Teiy odd tails ; 
Of their genua or species a sample to gain, 
Yon would ransack all Hnngerford market in vain ; 

E'en the famed Hr Hyen Woold scarcely find 

Though hundreds of pataengers doubtless would stop 
To stare, were such monaters exposed in bis shop. 
But little reck'd Bnpert these qtieer little brutes. 

Or the efts and the settta That crawled up his 



jmpletelT absorb'd bii 

A huge crystal bath, which, with wat^ far clearer 
Than Oeocge Robins' filten, or Thorpe's (which are 

Hare ever dittill'd. To Ibe summit was Bll'd, 
Lay atretch'd out before him, — and ereiy nerve thrill'd 
Aa scores of young weanen Were diving and 

Till the Ti 



ming, 

a perfect quandary pnt him in ;— 



Sir Bupert, who (barring the tew peccadilloes 

Alluded to) ere he leapt into the billows 

Possras'd irreproachable morals, be^an 

To feel rather queer, as a modest joung man ; 

When forth st^p'd a dame, whom he recognised soon 

Aa the one he had seen by the light of the moon. 

And lisp'd. while a soft smile attended c&cb sentence, 

' Sir Rupert, I'm happy to make your acquaintance ; 

My name is Lorfine, And the ladies you've seen. 
All do me the bonottr to call me their Queen ] 
j'ln delighted to see you, sir, down in the Rhine here. 
And bope you Can make it convenient to dine here.' 

The Snight blusb'd and bow'd, As be ogled the 
')! subaqneona beanLea, then answered aload : [croird 
" ' a, you do me much hmonr, — 1 cannot expreas 



IT at midnight for want of " the du: , . 
Uu rarely puts on his knee-breeches and pumps ; 
If 1 could but haie goess'd^what 1 sensibly fcel^ 
Your politenea — I'd not have come en dtiJiabaif. 
But hire put on my iBk tights in liea of my slee/.' 
QuMh the lady, ' Dear sir, no apoLigieB pray, 
Vou Kill take oar " pot'loek " in the family wav ; 

We can give jou a dish Of acme deceatiah fish. 
And uur water's thought fairish ; bat here in the Rhiri 
I riD*t say we pique ourselves macli on nor wine,' 




Aada thought came acroa him and cBuai>dEim jomusc 

If I could but get bald Of some of that gold, 
I m ght manage to pay off my rascallr Jews 1 ' 



igbt ma 
When a Dory-faced page oped the di 

And said, bending his knee, * Madamr, on a seri 
Rupert tender'd bia arm, led Lnrlinc to her place. 
And a fat little Mer-man stood up and said grace. 
What boots it to tell of the viands, or how she 
Apologiied much for their plain water-souchr. 

Want of Harvey's, and Crosse'a, Aad Burg< 

Or how Rupert, c 

" 'erred hia fish . . 

Soffice it the meal Boasted tiout, perch, 
Besides some remarkably fine salmou peel. 
The Knight, sooth to say, thought much less of the fishes 
Than of what they were served on, the massive gold 

While his ere, as it glanced now and then on the girls, 
Was caught by their persons much loss than tbeir pearls, 




Much as D do, of old, did the pioae Eneas, 
IJeargr nhat induced jou to come down and see u.-. ?' — 
ilunert gave her a glance most bewiCchlngly tondir, 
LuU d luck n his chair, put his loea on the fender, 

And fold her outright UowthatheayoongKoigbl, 
Had never boeo last at a feast or a fight ; [j'Citr. 

But that koeping good cheer. Every day in the 
And dr nk ng neat wmes all the same as sniall-bcer, 

Had exhanat«d his rent. And, his money all spent, 
How he borrowed large sums at two hundred per cent. ; 

How they foUow d — and then. The once elviUo^t 

Messrs. Howard and Oibbs, made him bitterly rue it he 
'd ever raised money by way of annuity ; 
And his morteagea being about la fureclusc, 
How he jump d in the river to finish bis noes I 
Lurline was affected, and own'd, with a tear, 
That a stoiy so mournful had ne'er met her ear ; 

Rupert, hearing her sigh. laxik'd uncointnnnlr alv. 
And said with some emphaais, ' Ah I miss, hud I 

A few pounds of tboae metals You waste here on 
ke(tl«, 

Then, Lord once again Of my spacious domain. 
A froe Count of the Empire once more I might reigu. 

With Lurline at my side. My adorable bride 
(Fur the parson shonld come, aud the knot should be 
No couple so happy on earth should be seen j^licil; ; 
As Sir Rupert the Brave and his charming Larline ; 
Nut that money's my object— No, hasg it I 1 sco^ it — 
And a^ fir my rank— ^but that pou'd so adorn it — 

I'd abandon it all To remam your true thrall 
And instead of "the Great,'' be call'd " Rupert the 

BmaU;' 
— To gain but your amies, were I Sardanapalus, 
I'd descend from my throne, and be boota at an alehouse" 

Lurline hung her head, Turn 'd pole and then red. 
Growing faint at this sudden proposal to wed, 
As thoD^ his abruptness in ' popping Ihe qoeetioa ' 
So soon after dinner, disturbed her digestion. 

Then averting her eye. With a luver-like sigh, 
' Ton are welcome,' she murmnr'd in tones most b«- 
' To every utensil I have in my kitchen 1' [witching, 

Up started the Knigfat, Half mad with dolighl. 

Bound her finely. formed waist He immediately 

One aim, which the lady most closely embraced, 
01 her lily-while flneen the other made capture, 
And ho press'd his adored to hia bosom with rii|>turc. 
' And, oh I' he eiclaim'd, ' let them go catch nij skill, I 
11 be home in a twinkling and hack In a jifly. 
Nor one moment procrastinate longer my joonicy 
Than to put up the bonaa and kick oat the attoiuey.' 
One kin to her lip, and one sqneeie to her band. 
And Sir Rupert dready waa half-way to land. 

For a Bonr-viaaged Triton, With features woolu 

frighUn [one. 

Old Nick, caught him up in one hand though no li)(bt 

Sprang up throngh the waves, popped him into liis 

'niiich some others already bad half-fiU'd with money ; 
In fact 'twos so heavily laden with ore 
And pearb. 'twas a mercy he got it to shore : [ulong, 
But Sir Rupert waa atrong. And while imllint; 
Still be heard,famtly sounding, the water-nymphs' sing, 

LAY OF -raE NAIADS. " 
' Away 1 away t to the mountain's brow. 
Where Ihe castle ia darkly (rowuing i 
And the vaasals all in goodly row, 
Weep for their lord a-drowning ! 
Away 1 away 1 to the steward's room. 

Where law with its wig and rahc ia : 

Throw us out John Doe and Richard Ru..', 

And Ewedly well licklo their tobies,' 

The unearthly voices ecorcc bad ceased their yclliut', 

When RupeK reach'd bia old baronial dwelling. 

What rejoicing waa there 1 How the to.-»iils did 

The old hon-wkeeper put a clean ibirt duwn lo air, 

For she saw by her lamp That the tuaslor was 

And ahefear'd he'd catch cold, and lumba^ and crnrnp % 
But, scorning what she did. The Knigbl never 
Wet jacket or trousers, nor thought of repining, pioL-it'A 
Since their pockets had got such a ddiriite liuiiig. 



THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. 



Bat ob 1 vhat diunar FiU'd the tribe at Ca Sa, 
When thej found he'd the cuh, and intended to p» 1 
Away went ' cognovUt,' ' hills,' ' bondi,' vai ' escheats, — 
Bnpert cleared off all icotes, sad took proper receipt! 

Novo. 
Or lelinapi, but resolves to 
Abjure from thia hour all txctm and ebrielr, 
Enrol himself one of a Temp'rauce Societj, 

All riot escber, Begin life aneir, 
And neir-cuihion and hasaock the lamJI; pen ! 
Na^, to strengthen him more in bi> new inode of Ul 
He botdtj datenninea to take him a wife. 
Now, manj would think that the Knight, from a 
Of honour, ebould put Lurline's i 

a oath, 



>n o«£ tree, and there she hong, crjing and wraam- 



And eaw all the rest swallow'd op 
In t-aiu, all tbe week. Did thi 

For the bodies, and poki 



the wild stream in 
flshrnneu leek 

and erfck ; 



ing). 
lething 



Bat wh'etber the njmpb was forgot, or he thooght her 
From her easence acaree wife, but at beet wife-and- water. 
And declined aa uoiuited, A bride *o diluted — 
Be thia as it maj, He, I'm bottj to say 
(For all things conaidared, 1 own twos ■ rum thing). 
Made proposals in fonn to Miaa Dtut Vor 
(Her name baa escaped me), sola heiress, and niece 
Tu a highly rospeetable Justice of Peace. 

' Thrice happy's the wooing That's not long a-driing.' 
So maeh time is ured in the billing and cuoing — 
Tfafl ring ia now bought, the white farinira, and gloves. 
And all the ri cetera which crown people's loTce ; 
A magniflceat bride-cake cornea home from the baker. 
And laatlr appears, from tbe Oerman Long Acre. 
That ahalt which the sharpest in all Copid'a quirer is, 
A pSam-colour'd coach, and rich Pompadixu' liverin. 

"Twas a comely sieht To behold the Knight, 
With his beantifnl bride, dresa'd all in whiU, 
And the brideanuiids fair with their long Uee veils. 
As they all walk'd up to the sltal rails. 
While nice litOa boys, the incense dispensers, [censers, 
March'd in front with while suiplieeel bands, and gilt 
With a gracious air, and a smiling look. 
Mess .fohn hid opsn'd his awful hoA, 
And had read so far aa to ask if to wed be meant 7 
And if ' he knew any jost caoae of impediment ? ' 
When from base to tarret the castle shook 1 1 1 
Then came a sound of a mighty rain 
Dashing against each storira pane. 

The wind blew load, And a coal-black cload 
O'ersbadow'd the church, and the party, and crowd 
How it conld happen they conld not divine. 
The moriiiag had been so remarkably fine '. 
Still the darkness mcieased, till it reached such a pass 
That the seztonesa hastened to turn on the gas : 
Bat harder it poui'd. And the thunder ro> 
As if beaven and eartb were cozning together : 
None ever bad witness'd sacb terriblB weather. 

Now loader it craab'd And the lightning flash 'd. 
Exciting the fean Of the sweet little dears 
la the veils, as it danced on the brass chandeiieTS ; 
The parson ran off, though a atont-hearted Saxon, 
When he found that a daah had set fire to hia eaion. 
Though all tift reat trembled, as might be expected, 
Sir Knpert was perfectly cool and collected, 

And endeavoured to cheer His bride, in her ear 
Wbiap'ring tenderly, ' Pray don't be frighlen'd, my dear -, 
Sbonld it even set Sib to the castle, and burn it, you're 
Amply insured both for bnildinga and furniture.' 
But now, from nithout, A trustworthy scout 
Buab'd borriedly in. Wet through to the skin. 
Informing his master, ' the river was rising. 
And flooding the gronnds in a way quite surprising.' 
He'd no time to lay more, For already the roar 
Of the watera was heard aa they reach'd the church-door, 
Wiile, high on the first wave that loli'd ia, waa seen. 
Hiding proudly, the form of Ibe angiy Lariine ; 
And all might observe, by her glance fierce and stormy. 
She was st::::g by the iprttte inJHria form*. 
What she said to the Knight, what she said to tbeliride, 
What she said to the ladies who stood by her side, 
What sbo said to the nice Uttle boys in white clothes. 
Oil, nobody mentions, — for nobody knows ; 
Foi the roof tombled in, and the walls tumbled ont, 
i And the folks tumbled down, all confusion and root. 

The rain kept on pouring, Thefloodlteptonroaring, 
' The billows and waler-nymphs roll'd more and more in ; 
Ere the close of the Oay AU waa clean wash'd 
away- 
One only survived who eoold band down the news, 
A little old woman who opened the pews ; 
She was borne off, bnt atuck, 
By the greatest good luek, 




The Uniiiane Society Tried a variety 
Of methods, and brought donn, to drag for the nreck. 
tackles, [IhcIcs. 

But they only fish'd up the clerk's tortoiaeshetl spac- 

MoBAL. 
This tale has a mord. Ye youths, oh, beware 
Of liquor, and how you run after tbe fair 1 
Shun playing at sAorta —avoid quarrels and jare — 
And don't tue lo smoking those nasty cigan I [eyed 
— Let no mn of bad luck, or despair for some Jci 
Damsel, induce you \a contemplate anicida 1 
Dont sit op much later than ten or eleven ! — 
Be up in the morning by half after seven 1 [carri 
Keep from flirting — nor risk, wani'd by Bnpert's 
An action for breach of a promise of marriage ;— 

Dont fancy odd fishes I Dont prig silver dishesi 
And to sum up the whole, in the shorteat phrase I know, 
Beware or tueRk^-ve, akdtiiecabeof theBhiko! 



in Sbjiodk I da oot belLere, and . 
mthliiii ot ffiukapesra, a drcansuc 



k-FvRi SlgiKrUr— 1 caana 

la IbMl ' CncH Pmy ■ wii 

'iMl he evrr hw Qarrtdc 

LaliaBnl that iH kucv 
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m niuD uu omUtiKt If (Ills Hlutlon bg not uc 
nij My, Bllh Mr, Puff, tli« iiroh.l;lv -iwo mrn li 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
A LEOENDOF ITALY, 
• or the Hstbsnl of Venla then are in 



• ■ ■ Readrn lo «nen1 are not ul •!! am 

:heT biT< In nmny cum Ina a«uslar»d 
irnnlnt leil ol SlukiqMin >— Raioni Jar 
<kakiprart't TTorti, tijr J. Payiu Mliir. 

I BELIEVE there are few 
Bat have heard of a Jew 



Named Sbyloek, of Venice, as arrant a ' screw ' 

' " '" you knew ; 

'er Ttt lent 

. . Tn'vwice. 

Who'd take no more care of his pounds than his pennies. 
I When press'd for a loan, at tba vary Srst ught 
j Of his terms, would back out, and take refuge in Fti-jl- 1 . 
I II ia not my purpoee to pause and inquire 
I l( he might not, in managing thai to retire, 
I Jamp out of the frying-pan into the fire ; 
Suffice it, that foltis would have nothing to do, 
n'ho could possibly help it, with Shylock the Jew. 

But, however discreelly one cuts aad contrives. 

We've been most of us taught in thecoune of outliiets 

T^t 'Needs must when the Eldo-ly Oentleman drives '.' 

In proof of this role, A thonghtlen young fool,, 
Basnnio, a Lord of tlie Tomnoddy school, 
Who, bv showing at Operas, Balls, Plays, and Court. 
A ' swelling ' (Payne Collier would read ' iwiUing ' ; 

■port,' 
And inriting bis friends to dine, hreakfact, and sup. 
Had shrank bis'weak means,' and w«t 'atump'd and 

• bard np,* 
Took oocaskm to send To bi* very good friend 
Antonio, a marcbant whose wealth had do end, 
And who'd often before had the kindneas to lend 
Him large sums, on hia note, which he'd managed lo 

'Antonio,' said ha, 'Nowliiteti tome; 
I ve just hit on a scheme which, I thiok you'll agree, 
AU inatt«n umuder'd, ia no had design, fminc. 

And which, if it succeeds, will suit your book and 
' In the first place, you know all (he money IVe got, 
! Time and often, from yon has been long gone to pot. 
And in making theaa loans yon have nude a bad.shut ; 
Now do as the boya do, when shooting at sparrows 
* nd tomtits, they chance to lose one of their arross. 
Shoot another the same way — 111 watch well its track. 
And, turtle to tripe, PU bring both of them back !— 

So list to my plan. And do what you can 
To attend to and second it, that's a good man t 

There'a a Lady, young, handsome, beyond all coni- 

A place they call Belmont, whom, when I was tboe, at 
Tbe suppers and parties my friend Lord Mount! emit 
Was giving Last season, we all used to stare at. 
Then, as to ber wealth, bei solicitor told mine. 
Besides vast estates, a pearl-fishery, and gold mine. 

Her iron strong box Seems bursting its locks. 
It's atuS'd BO with shares in " Grand Junctions " and 

" Docks," 
Not to speak ol the money ahe's got in the Stocks, 

Frencb.DntcbandBraiilian, Colambian,andChi- 
In English Exchequer-bills full half a million, [liari. 
Not " kites," maoidactnred to cheat and invaiele, 
But the right sort of " flimsy,'' all sign'd by Monteagle. 
Then I know not how nncb in Cai^-sb^es and BaiT- 
And more speculations I need not detail, vrayi [ways. 
Of vesting which, if not ao safe as some think 'em. 
Contribute a deal to improving one's ineome; 

In short, she's a Mint I — Now I say, dmce is iu't 
If, with all my experience, 1 cant lake a hint. 
And ber " eye's speechiese meesagea," pluner than print 
At the time that I told you of, know from a squint. 

In short, my dear Tony, My trusty old crony. 
Do stomp np three thousand once more aa a loan — I 
Am sure of my game — though, of course, there are brat ts. 
Of all aorta and sJies, preferring their salts 
To her, you may call the Italian Misa Contts, 
Yet Portia — ahe's named from that daughter of Cato's — 
Is not to be snapp'd up like little potatoes. 

And I have not a doubt 1 shall rout overv lout 
Ere yoall whisper Jack Kobioeon — cut tbem aU out — 

Surmount everv barrier. Carry her, many ber '. 
»-Then hey I my old Tony, when once fairly noosed. 
For her Tbree-and-a-balfperCents— New and Hed need: 

With a wiok of bis c^e His friend made reply 
In his jocular manner, sly, canstic, and drr 
' Still the same boy, Bossanio — never say " die " t 
— Well— 1 hardly know how I shall dot, bnt 111 try,— 
Don't anppose my affaiii are at all in a hash. 
But the fact is, at present I'm quite out of casn ; 
The bulk of my property, merged in rich cargoes, is 
Toaaing abont, as you know, in my Argosin, 
Tending, of course, ray resonrces to cripple,—! 
Ve one [«and to England,— another to Trip<di — 
Cyprua — MasuLpatam — and Bombay j — * 

A sixth, by the way, I consign'd t'olhn dtv 
To Sir Orcgor M'Grcgor, Caciqua of Poyais, 
A country where silver's aa common as clav. 



THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



Mcmtime, till ther Uck And come, tome of th«m, 

Whit with custom -hiuse duUe«, *nd bills fulling due, 
Mv ■ceoont vith JoD«s Llojd uid Co. looks nUtEr blue; 
While, as for the " ready," I'm like > Church -moure,— 
I roallj doat think there's Ere ponnds in the hoosc. 

But no matter for that, Let me just get laj hat, 
And my new silk umbrella that stuida on the mat. 
And well eo forth at once to the markot— wb two, — 
And ti7 what mj credit in Venice can do; 
I stand well on 'Change, and, when all's raid and done, I 
Doat doubt I ihill get it for lore or for money.' 

They were going to go, When, lot down below 
lu the street, they heud somebod; crying, ■ Old Clo' '. ' 
— ' By the Pope, Iheie's tb« man for oar purpose ! — I 

We should not ha*e to search long. StJanio, ma yon, 
— Salarino, — quick ! — haste 1 ere he get out of view. 
And call in that Mouadrel, old Sbylock the Jew 1 ' 

With a p«:k. Like a sack 

Of old cJothM at his back, 
And thne hats on bia head, Shylock came in a crack. 
Saying, ' Best yon fur, Signior Antonio ! — vat, pray, 
Might youTTOiihip lie pltaahed for to vant in ma var ? ' 

— ' Why, Shylock, although Ai yon reij well 

I am what they call " warm," — pay my way as I go, 
Aod, as to myself, neither borrow nor lend, 
1 can break through a rule to oblige an old friend ; 
And that's the case now — Lord Bassanio would raise 
Some throe tliousand dncats,— well,— knowing your 

And that nought's to be got from yon, mt what one will , 
Unlem you've a couple of names to the eilt. 

Why, for once, 111 put mine to it, 

Yea, seal and sign to it — 
Now, then, old Sinner, let's hear what yonll say 
Ai to " doing " a bill at three months from to-day ? 
Three thousand gold ducats, mind—all in good lags 
Of bard money— no acmling-wai, sJippera, or rags ? ' 

' —VeU, ma tew,' nays the Jew, ' 111 see vat I can 
But Mishter Antonio, hark you, tish tunny [dol 

Yon «ay to me, " Shylock, ma tear, ve'd have money ? " 

Ven yon very veil knows, How you ahpit on my 
dotbes, 
.\nd use naoghty voTd»— call me Dog— and avouch 
Dat I put too much infteiht py hallin ma pouch. 
And vbile I, likedereibtof mytiibe, shmgandcrouch. 
Yon Ei;d fault mit ma pargains, and sa; I'm a Smooch. 
. — Vdl 1 — no matters, ma tear,— Von vord in 

111 be Uends nut you bote — and to make dat appear, 
V5, 111 find you de monies as soon as you vlll 
Only ron littel joke mnsbt be put in de pill ;— 

Ma tear, yon mMht say. If on Bach and such day 
Such sum, or snch sums, yon shall fait to repay, 
I shall cut vhere 1 like, as de pargun is pmko, 
A (air pound o( your flesh — cheat by vay of a joke.' 

So novel a cUuse Caned Bananio to pause ; 
But Antonio, like most of those sage ' Johnny Haws ' 

Wboearenottbreeatraws AbontLawyeraorLaws, 
And think cheaply of ' Old Father Antic,' because 
They have never experienced a giipe from bis claws, 
■ Pooh-pooh'd ' the whole thing. — ' Let the Smouch 
have bis way, 

Why, what care I, pray. For his penalty ?— Nay, 
It's a forfeit he'd never expect me to pay : 

And, come what come may, I hardly need say 
My ships will be back a full month ere the day.' 
So, anxious to see his friend oD oa bis journey, 
And thinking the whole bat a paltry concern, ho 

Affix'd with all speed His name to a deed. 
Duly stamp'd and drawn up by a sharp Jew alloniey. 
Thus again furnish 'd forth, Lord Bassanio, instead 
Of aquandering the cash, after giving one spread, 
With fiddling and masques, at the Saracen s Head, 

In the morning 'made play,' Andwithontmorflde- 
StJUicd off in the steamboat for Belmont next day. [lay, 

Bat scarcely bad be Frniu the harbour got free, 
And left the L^^uncs for the broad open sea, 
Ere the 'Change aod Rialto both rung with the 
Thathe'dcarried off more than m •• ' "■ 



A great manv sought her, Till one at last caught 
And, upsetting all that the Rabbis had taught her, [hi 
To feolingi ao truly reciprocal brought ha, 

That the very same night Bassanio thonght right 
To give all his old friends that farewell ' invite,' 
And while Shylock was gone there to feed oat of spite. 
On ' wings made by a taUor ' the damsel took flight 

Bv these ' wings ' I'd express A grey dnffle drea. 
With brass badge and mullia cap, made, as by rule, 
Tor an upper-closa boy in the national School. 
JessT nnsack'd the house, popp'd her breeks on, 

Di^nised, bolted oft with her bean — one Lorenzo, 
An ' Unthrift,' who lost not a moment in whisking 

Her into the boat. And was fairly afioat 
Ere her Pa had got rid of the smell of the griskin. 
Next day, while old Sbyiock was making a racket. 
And threatening bow well he'd dust every man's jocliet 
Who'd help'd her in getting aboard of the packet, 
Bassanio at Belmont was capering and prancing, 
And boning, and scraping, and singing, and dancing, 
Making eyes at Hies Portia, and domg his best 
To penorm the polite, and to cut out the rat ; 
And, if left to herself, he no doubt had succeeded, 
Por none of them waltz'd so gentecly as he did ; 



Wasai 



,n gold, 

For few in iiis trilio 'mongst their Levis and Mo«esc» 
Sported so Jewish an eye, board, and nose as his. 
Still, whato'er the opinions of Horace and some be, 
Yoor noni'i* generate sometimes Cofumlut,* 
L ke Jephtbab. ta Hamlet savs, bo"d ' one fair daoehter,' 
And every gaUaot.wbocaaght sight of hei, thought her 
A jewel — a gem of the veiy first water *, 
- K« ImbeLlem trntrt 
PnignKrmt iqull« cDlnniluni— Hot 




But an obstacle lay, Of some weight, in bia way. 
The detunct Mr. F. who was now lurn'dloclaT, [meant. 
Had been an odd man, and, though all for the beat he 
Left but a queer sort of ' Last will and tntament '— 

Bequeathing her hand, With her houses and land, 
£c., from motives one don't understand, 
As she rev'renced his memory, and valued his blessing, 
To him who should turn out the best hand at guessing t 

Like a good girl, she did Just what she was hid. 
In one of three caskets her picture she hid. 
And clapp'd a conundrum a-top of each ltd. 
A couple of Frincee, a block and a white one. 
Tried first, but they both failed in choosing the right one. 
.\notber from Naples, who shoe'd bis own horses; 
A French Lard,whosegraceamigbt vie with Count D'Or- 
say's ;— [bonr :— 

A young English Baron; — a Scotch Peer his npigh- 
A dull drunken Saxon, all moustache and sabre ; 
All follow'd, and all had their pains for their labour. 
Bassanio came last — happy man be his dole 1 
Put his conjuring can on,— conaider'd the whole, — 

The gold put aside as Mere 'hard food for Mida*,' 

Tbesilver bade trudge As a pale ' rommnn dmdge ;' 
Then choosing tbe little lead box in the middle, 
Came plump on tbe picture, and found Out the riddle. 
Now, you're not such a goose as to think, I dare say, 
Gentle Reader, that all this was done in a day, 

Any more than tbe dome Of St Peter's at Rome 
Was built in the same space of (iinc ; and, in fact. 



Meanwhile that unfortunate bill became doe. 
Which his Lordship had slnuet forgot, to the Jew, 

And Antonio grew In a deuce of a itew. 
For he could not cuh up, spite of all he could do ; 
(I'he bitter old IsraeUte would not renew ;) 
What with contrary winds, storms, and wrecks, and 

embargoes, his 
Funds were all sttmi'd, or gone down in his argosie;^ 
None of the set having come into port. 
And Shylock's attorney was moving the Coort 
For the forfeit supposed to be set down in sport. 

The serious news Of this step of the Jew's, 
And his fix'd resolution all terms to refuse, 
Gave the newly-made Bridegroom a fit of ' the Blues,* 
Especially, too, as it came from the pen 
Of his poor friend himself on the wedding-day, — then. 
When the Parson hod scaree shut his book up, and when 
The Clerk was yet uttering the final Amen. 
' Dear Friend,' it continued, ' all's up with me — I 
Have nothing on earth now to do but to die I [debtor ; 
And, as death clears all scores, you're no longer nir 

1 shonld take it as kind Could yon come — nevi r 
mind — [letter I ' 

If your love don't persuade yoo, why, — dont let lh.« 
I hardly need aay this was scarcely read o'er 

Ere a pod'Chaise and four 

Was brought round In the door, 

Bassanio, though, doubtless, he thonght it a liore. 
Give his lady one kiss, and then started at score. 

But scarce in his Sight Hod he got out of sight 

Portia, addressing a groom, said, 'Hy lad, you a 
Journey must take on the instant to Padua ; 
Find out there Bellarto, a Doctor of I^ws, 
Whs, like Follett, is never left out of a cause. 

And give him this note, Which I've haaUly wrote. 
Take the papera hell give you— then push for (he ferry 
Below, where 111 meet you, youll dot in a wherry, 
If yon can't find a boat on tbe Brenta with sails to it 
Stay, bring his gown too, and wig with three tails 

Giovanni (that's Jack) Brought out his hack. 
Made a bow to his mistress, then juup'd on its back, 
Put his hand to hia hat, and was off in a crack. 
The Signon soon follow'd, herself, taking, as her 
Own encort, Nerissa, her maid, and Balthasar. 

' The Court is prepared, the Lawyers are met, 

The Judgoi all ranged, a terrible show I ' 
As Captain Macheath says,— and when one's in debt, 

Tbe Bight's as unpleasant a one as I know. 
Yet still not so bod after all, I suppose. 
As if, when one cannot discharge what one ones. 
They should bid people cut off one's toes or one's ni'c ; ' 
Yet here, a worse fate. Stands Antonio, of Ute 
A Merchant, might vie e'en with Princes in state, 
With his waistcoat unbotton'd, prepor'd for the knife. 
Which, in taking a pound of fi«b, must take his life ; 
—On (he other Bide Shylock, bis bac on the floor. 
And three shocking bad hats on his head a» before. 

Imperturbable stands, As bewails their commands 
With his scales and his great ndcher-tntt va his baud- : 
^Between them, eqoipt in a wig, eown and bands, 
With a very smooth lace, a young dandified Lawyer, 
Whose air, ne'erthelesa, speaks him quite a top-sawyer. 

Though his hcnea are but feeble, Doea bis pouit'le 
To make the hard Hebrew to mercy incline, 
And in lien of his three thousand ducats take nine, 
Which Bassanio, for reasons we well may divine, 
Shows in so many bags all drawn up in a line. 
But vain are all efforta to soften him — still 

He points to the bond He ao often bus conn 'J, 
And says in plain terms hell be shot iC he niU. 
So the dandified Lawyer, with talking grown hoarse, 
Says, ' I eon say no more— let the law take its course.' 
Just fancy the gleam of tbe eye ot the Jew, 
As he sharpen'! his knife on Ihc sole of his shoe 

From the toe to the heel. And grasping the steel, 
With a business-like air was beginning to feel 
Whereabouts he shoold cut, as a butcher wouU veal, 
When the dandified Judge put a spoke in his wheel, 

' SUy, Shylock,' says he, • Here ( one thing— yon *ie 
This bond of yours gives you here no jot of blood ; [mud — 
—"Tbe words are "A pound of flesh,"— that's clear aa 
Slice awav, then, old fellow — but mind ! — if you spill 
One drop 'of his claret that's not in your bill, 
111 hang yon, like Hamsn I— by Jingo I will ! 

When aporiwd of this flaw. You never vet .law 
Such an awfully mark'd elongation of jaw flaw ? ' — 
As in Shylock, who crieii, ■ Plesh ma hesrtl ish d»» 
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Off went his three hats, And he looked as the o^te 
Do, whenever a mouse has escaped from their claw. 
' — Ish't that law ? '—why the thing wont admit of a 

qucrj' — 
♦ No doubt of the fact. Only look at Jthe act ; 
Ado quinio, cap : iertio, DoniFalUri^ 
Nay it, rather than cut, you'd relinquish the debt, 
The Law, Master Shy, has a hold on you yet. 
See Foscari's " Statutes at large"—" If a Stranger 
A Citizen's life shall, with malice endanger, 
The whole of his property, little or great. 
Shall go, on conviction, one half to the State, 
And one to the person pursued by his hate ; 
And not to create Any further debate 
The Doge, if he pleases, may cut off his pate.*' 
So do\m on your marrowbones, Jew, and ask mercy I 
Defendant and Plaintiff are now iei>jf trer»y/ 

Wliat need to declare How pleased they all were 
At so ioyf ul an end to so sad an affair ? 
Or Bassanio*s delight at the turn things had taken, 
II is friend having saved, to the letter, his bacon ?— 
How Shylock got shaved, and turn'd Christian, though 
To save a life-intVest in half bis estate ? [late, 

How the dandified Lawyer, who'd managed the thing, 
Would not take any fee for his pains but a ring 
Wliich Mis Bassamo had given to her spouse, 
With injunctions to keep it on leaving the house ?— 

How when he, and the spark Who appear'd as 
his clerk, 
Had thrown off their wigs, and their go^-ns, and their 

jetty coats. 
There' stood Nerissa and Portia in petticoats ?— 
How they pouted, and flouted, and acted the cruel, 
Because Lord Bassanio had not kept his jewel ? — 

How they scolded and broke out, 

Till, having their joke out, [bL^ssed, 

They kiss'd, and were friends, and, 'all blessmg and 

Drove home by the light Of a moonshiny night, 
Like the one in which TroUus, the brave Trojan knight. 
Sat astride on a wall, and sigh'd after his Cressid ? — 

All this, if *twere meet, I'd go on to repeat. 
But a story spun out so*8 by no means a treat. 
So, I'll merely relate what, in spite of the pains 
I have taken to rummage among his remains. 
No edition of Shakspeare, I've met with, contains ; 
But, if the account which I've heard be the true one. 
We shall have it, no doubt, before long, in a new one. 

In an MS., then, sold For its full weight in gold, 
And knock'd down to my friend, Lord Tomnoddy, I'm 
It's recorded that Jessy, coquettish and vain, [told 

Gave her husband, Lorenzo, a good deal of pain ; 
Being mildly rebuked, she levanted again. 
Ban away with a Scotchman, and, crossing the main. 
Became known by the name of the * Flower of Dmn- 

blanc.* 
That Antonio, whose piety caused, as we've seen, 
Hun tospit upon every old Jew's gaberdine, 

And whose goodness to paint All coloiurs were 
Acquired the well-merited prefix of * Saint,' [faint. 
And the Doge, his admirer, of honour the fount, 
Having given him a patent, and made him a Count, 
He went over to England, got nat'ralized there. 
And espoused a rich heh-ess in Hanover Square. 

That Shylock came with hun, no longer a Jew, 
But converted, I think may be possibly true. 
But that Walpole, as these self-same papers aver. 
By changing the y in his name into er, 
Should^idlow him a fictitioos surname to dish np. 
And in Seventeen-twenty-eight make him a Bishop, 
I cannot believe— but shall still think them two men 
Till sonie Sage proves the fact * with his usual acumen* 

Moral. 

From this tale of the Bard It's uncommonly hard 
If an editor can't dj^w a moral.— Tis clear. 
Then, — In ev'ry young wife-seeking Bachelor's ea^ 
A maxim, 'hove all other st<)ries, this one drums, 
' PiTca Greek to old Ha&by, and stick to Concx- 

DSUMS ! ! ' 

To new -married Ladies, this lesson it teaches, 

* You're ** no that far wrong '* in assuming the breeches !' 

Monied men upon 'Change and rich Merchants it schools 
To look well to assets— nor play with edge tools I 
List of all, this remarkable History shoe's men, 
What caution they need when they deal with old- 
clothesmen I 

So bid John and Mary To mind and be wary, 
And never let one of them come down the are' ! 



From St. Mark to St. I^wrcucc— from the IlUlto to the 
Bicurial— from one Peninsula to another!— It Is but a hop, 
sit'p, andjamp — your toe at Genoa, your heel at ManeilleA, and 
a gotid hearty f nrliig twpu you down at once in the very heart of 
Old Castille. That Sir Peregrine Ingoldsby, then a young man, 
was at Madrid atwn after the peace of Rvswlck, there Is e.xtant 
a iong oorrcftpondenoe of hlft to provf. Vari»UH passage* in It 
cottutenanoe the supposition that hia tour waa partly undertaken 
for political purposea; and this opinion is much strengthened 
by certain allusiuuB In ee^^'eral of his letters addressed. In afu-r 
life, to his friend, Sir Horace Mann, then acting in the capacity 
of Envoy to the ('ourt of Tuscany. Although the Knight spent 
several months in Spain, and vbIt<Hl many of \\ex principal 
citicfi, there la no pro«)f of his having actually 'seen Seville,' 
beyond the Internal evidence incidenUlly supplied by the fol- 
lowing legend. The events to which it alludes were, of course, 
of a much earlier date, though the genealogical records of the 

• Kings of both the Indies * have been in vain consulted for the 
purpose of fixing their precise date, and even Mr. Simpkinson's 
research has failed to determine which of the royal stock rejoic- 
ing Id the name of Ferdinand Is the h<»ro of the legend. The 
conglomeration of Christian names usual In the fiimilios of the 
haute noblesse of Spain add9 to the difficulty ; not that this In- 
convenient accumulatlun of prefixes is peculiar to the country in 
question, witness my excellent friend Fteld-Mandul Count 
Herman Karl Hclnrlch Socrates von der Nodaerrle iQ PfefTcr- 
kom, whose appellations pnszled the recording clerk of our 
Courts lately,— «ud that not a little. 

That a splendid specimen of the gcnui Ilamo, fpecies M»nk\ 
flourished in the earlier moiety of th«« 15th century, under the 
appellation of Torquemada, is notorious— and this fact might 
seem to establiab the era of the story ; but then his mtme was 
John — ^not Dominic— though he waa a Dominicaih and hence 
the misuke, if any, may perhaps have originated— but then 
again, the Spanish Queen to whom he was Confessor, was called 
iMbella, and not Blanche— it is a puzzling affair altogether. 

I'rom his own silence on the subject It may bo well doubted 
>A bother the worthy transcribiT knew hlmvlf the date of tbv 
transactions he has recorded; the authenticity of the details, 
however, cannot be well called in quf^tlon. — Be this as it may, 
I shall make no further question, but at once Ititroduce my 

* pfuslve public ' to 



THE AUTO-DA-F^. 
A LEGEND OF SPAIN. 

WITH a moody air, from mom till noon. 
King Ferdinand paces the royal saloon ; 
From mom till eve He does nothing bnt grieve , 
Sighings and sobbings his midriff heave. 
And he wipes his eyes with hia ermined sleeve. 
And he presses his fevtofish hand to his brow, 
And he frowns and he looks I can^t tell yon how.. 
And the Spanish Grandees, In their degrees. 
Are whispering about in twos and in threes, 
And there is not a man of them seems at his ease, 
But they gaze on the monarch as watching what he does. 
With their very long whiskers, and lonrer Toledos. 
Don Gaspar, Don Gnsman, Don Juan, Don Diego, 
Don Gomw, Don Pedro, Don Bias, Don Bodrigo, 
Don Jerome, Don Giacomo join Don Alphonso 

In making inquiries Of grave Don Ramirez, 
The Chambedain, what it is makes him take on so ; 
A Monarch so great that the soundest opinions 
Maintain the aun can't set throughout his dominions. 

But grove Don Ramirez In guessing no nigher is 
Than the other grave Dons who propound these 

inquiries ; 
When, pausing at length, as beginning to tire, his 
Majesty beckons, with stately civility, 

To Sefior Don Lewis Conde d Aranjuez, 
Who in birth, wealth, and consequence second to few is. 
And Sefior Don Manuel, Count de Pacheco, 
A lineal descendant from King Pharaoh Neco, 
Both Knights of the Golden Fleece, highborn Hidalgoe, 
With whom eVn the King himself quite as a ' ^al ' goes. 



Now Reader, dear, If you've ever been near 
Enough to a Court to encounter a Peer 
When his principal tenant's gone off in arrear, 
And his brewer has sent in a long bill for beer, 
And his butcher and baker, with faces austere, 

Ask him to clear Off, for fumish'd good cheer. 
Bills, they say, * have been standing for more than a veur. 
And the taUor and shoemaker also appear 

With their • little account * Of * trifling amount / 
For Wellingtons, waistcoats, pea-jackets, and — gear 
Which to name in sociebr 's thought rather queer, — 
While Drummond's chief clerk, with his pen in his ear. 
And a kind of a sneer, says, * WeVe no affects here ! ' 

^-Or if ever you ve seen An Alderman keen 
After tmtle, peep into a silver tnreen, 
In search of the lat called par exeeUenee * green/ 
When there's noneof the meat left — not even the lean ! - 
— ^Or if ever you've witnesB*d the face of a sailor 
Retura'd from a voyage, and escaped from a gale, or 
Poeiiee * Boreas,' that *• blustering railer,' 
To find that his wife, when he hastens to * hail ' her. 
Has just ran away with hia cash — and a tailor — 
If one <rf these cases yonVe ever survey'd, 

Yonll without my aid, To yourself have portray M 
The beautiful mystification display'd, 
And the puzzled expression of manner and air 
Exhibited now by the dignified pair. 
When thus unexpectedly ask'd to declare 
Their opinions as Councillors, several and joint. 
On so delicate, grave, and important a point. 

Sefior Don Lewis Conde d'Aranjuez 
At length forced a smile *twixt the prim and the grim. 
And look'd at Pacheco — Pacheco at him — 
Then, making a rev'rence, and dropping his eycc, 
Cough'd, hemmed, and delivered himself in this wise : 

* My Liege I — ^unaccustom'd as I am to speaking 
In public — an art I'm remarkably weak in — 
I feel I should be — quite unworthy the name 
Of a man and a Spaniard — and highly to blame. 

Were there not in my breast What— can't ie 
exprest, — 
And can therefore, — your Majesty, — only be guessed — 
— What I mean to say is — since your Majes^ deigns 
To ask my advice on your welf are>-asd Spain's — 
And on that of your Majesty's Bride— that is Wife — 
It's the — as I may say — proudest day of my life ! 
But as to t^e point— K)n a subject so nice 
It's a delicate matter to give one's advice. 

Especially too. When one don't clearly view 
The best mode of proceeding,— <»r know what to do ; 
My decided opinion, however, is this. 
And I fearlessly say that yon can't do amiss, 

If, with all that fine tact Both to think and to art. 
In which all know your Majesty so much excels — 
You are graciously pleased to— ask somebody else ! * 

Here the noble Grandee Made thai sort of congi^* . 
Which, as Hill used to say, * I once happen d to see ' 
The great Indian conjuror, Ramo Samee, 
Make, while swallowing what all thought a reguki 

choker, 
Vix. a small sword as long and as stiff as a poker. 

Then the Count de racheco. 

Whose turn 'twas to speak, o- 
-mitting all preface, exclaim'd with devotion, 
* Sire, I beg leave to second Don Lewis's motion ! ' 



' Don Lewis,* says he, * Just listen to me ; 
And you, Count Pacheco, — I think that we three 
On matters of state, for the most part agree, — [ago, 

Now you both of you know That some six yeara 
Being then, for a King, no indifferent Beau, 
At the altar I took, like my forbears of old. 

The Peninsula's paragon, Fair Blanche of Aragon, 
For better, for worse, and to have and to hold — 

And you're fully aware, When the matter took air. 
How they shouted, and fired the great guns in the 

Square, 
Cried " Viva r and rung all the bells in the steeple, 

And all that sort of thing The mob do when a 
King 
Brings a Queen-Consort home for the good of his people. 

Well I — six years and a day Have flitted away 
Since that blessed event, yet I'm sony to say — 
In fact it's the principal cause of my nain — 
I don't see any sig^ of an Infant of Spain ! — 

Now I want to ask you. Cavaliers trae, 
And Counsellors sage — ^what the deuce shall I do ? — 
The State— don't you see? — ^hey? — an heir to the 

throne — 
Every monarch, you know, should have one of his own — 
Disputed succession — ^hey ? — terrible Go I — 
Hmn — hev ? — Old fellows — you see * — don't vou know?' 



Now a Monarch of Spain Of course could a>t 
deign 
To expostulate, argue, or, much less, complain 
Of an answer thus giv'n, or ic ask them sigain ; 
So he merely observed, with an air of disdain, 

* WeU, Gentlemen, — since you both shrink frtra the ta-k 
Of advising your Sovereign — ^pray whom shall I a^^ ? ' 

Each felt the rub And m Spain not a Sub, 
Much less an Hidalgo, can stomach a snub, 

So the noses of these Castilian Grandees 
Rise at once in an angle of several degrees, 
Till the under-lip's amiost becoming the upper. 
Each percej)tibly grows, too, more stiff in the crupper : 

Their right hands rest On the left side the breast. 
While the hSts of their swords, by their left hands de- 

prest. 
Make the ends of their scabbards to cock up behind, 
Till they're quite horizontal instead of inelined, 
And Don Lewis, with scarce an attempt to di^uise 
The disgust he experiences, gravely replies, 

* Sire, ask the Archbishop — ^his Ontoe of Toledo ! — 
He understands these things much better than we do ! ' 

— Pauea Verba I — enough. Each turns off in a hnS. 
This twirling his moustache, that fingering his niff. 
Like a blue-bottle fly on a rather large aeaie. 
With a rather large corking^pin stncK through his tail. 
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Kins Ferdiouid paces the royal salooQ, 

Witn a moody brow, and he looks like a * Spoon/ 

And all the Goort Nobles who form the ring, 

Haye a spoony appearance, of coarse, like the King, 

All of them eyeing King Ferdinand 

As he goes up and down, with his watch in his hano. 

Which he cl^ to his ear as he walks to and fro, — 

' What is it can make the Archbishop so slow ? * 

Hark I at last there^ a sound in the conrtyard below, 

Where the Beefeaters all are drawn np in a row, — 

I would say the * Guards,' for in Spain theyVe in chief 

eaters 
Of omdetUi and garlick, and can't be called Beefeaters ; 

In fact, of the few Indiyidoals I knew 
Who ever had happened to trayel in Spain, 
There hiiA scarce been a person who did not complain 
Of their cookery and dishes as all bad in grain, 
And no one, I'm sore, will deny it who's tried a 
Vile componnd they have that*s called OUa podrida, 

(This, by-the-by, 's a mere rhyme to the eye. 
For in Spanish the t is pronounced like an «, 
And they 'ye not quite our mode of pronouncing the d. 
In Castille, for instance, it's given through the teeth, 
And what we call Madrid they sound more like Mad- 

reeih.) 
Of course you will see in a moment they've no men 
That at all correspond with our Beefeating Yeomen ; 
So call them * Walloons,' or whatever you please, 
By their rattles and slaps they're not 'standing at ease,' 

But beyond all di4>ating, Engaged in luting 
Some very great person among the Urandees ; — 
Here a Gentleman Usher walks in and declares, 

* His Grace the Archbishop's a-conung up-staiis I ' 

The most Beverend Don Garcilasso Quevedo 

Was just at this time, as lie Now held the Primacy 
(Always attached to the See of Toledo), 
A man of great worship (^ficii viriuU 
Versed in all that pertains to a Counsellor's duty, 

Well skill'd to combine Civil law with divine ; 
As a statesman, inferior to none in that line ; 

As an orator, too, He was equall'd by few ; 
Uniting, in short, in tongue, head-piece, and pen, 
The very great powers ox three very great men, 
Talleyrand, — who will never drive down Piccadilly more 
To the Travellers' Club-house I^Charles Phillips^ 
and Phillimore. 

Not only at home But even at Rome 
There was not a prebite among them could cope 
With the Primate of Spain in the eyes of the Pope. 
( The oonclave was full, and they'd not a spare hat, or he 
'd long since been Cardinal, Legate h latertf 
A dignity fairly his due, without flattery. 
So much he excited among all beholders 

Their marvel to see At his age — ^thirty-three — 
Such a very old head on such veiy young shoulders.) 
No wonder the King, then, in this nis distress, 
Should send for so sa^e an adviser escpress, 

Who, yooll readdy ^ess, Could not do less 
Then start off at once, without stopping to dress. 
In his haste to get fiiajesty out of a mess. 

His Grace the Archbishop comes up the back away — 
Set apart for such Nobles as have tne entrfy, 
Vt'g. Grandees of the first class, both cleric and lay — 
Walks \xp to the monarch, and makes him a bow, 
As a dignified clergyman always knows how. 
Then replaces the mitre at once on his brow ; 

For in Spain, recollect. As a mark of respect 
To the Crown, if a Grandee uncovers, it's quite 
As a matter of option, and not one of right ; 
A thing not conceded by our Royal Masters, 
Who always make noblemen take off their * castors ' 

Except the heirs male Of John Lord Kinsale, 
A stalwart old Baron, who, acting, as Henchman 
To one of oar early Kings, kill'd a big Frenchman ; 
A feat which his Majesty deigning to smile on, 
AUow'd him thenceforward to stand with his * tile ' on ; 
And all his successors have kept the same privilege 
Down from those barbarous times to our civil age. 

Returning his bow with a slight demi-bob, 
And replacing the watch in his hand in his fob, 

* My Lord,' said the King, * here's a rather tough job, 

Which it seems, of a sort is, To puzzle our Cortet^ 
And since it has quite flabbergasted that Diet, I 
Look to your Grace with no little anxiety 

Concerning a point Which has quite out of joint 
Put us all with respect to the good of society : — 

Your Grace is aware That we've not got an Heir ; 
Kow, it seems, one and all, they don't stick to declare 
That of all our advisers there is not in Spain one 
Can teU, like your Grace, the best way to obtain one ; 
So put your considering cap on — we're curious 
"To learn your receipt for a Prince of Asturias. 



One without the nice tact 

Of his Grace would have backed 
Oat at once, as the Noblemen did, — and, in fact, 
He was, at the first, rather posed how to act — 

One moment — ^no more ! — Bowing then as before, 
He said, * Sire, 'twere superfluous for me to acquaint ' 
The « Most Catholic King " in the worid that a Saint 

Is the usual resource In these cases, — of course 
Of their influence your Majesty well Inows the force ; 
If I may be, therefore, allow'd to suggest 
The plan which occurs to my mind as the best, 

Vour Majesty may go At once to St. Jago, 
Whom, as Spain's patron Saint, I pick out from the rest ; 

If your Majesty looks Into Guthrie, or Brooks, 
In all the approved geoeraphical books 
YoH will find Compoetella laid down in the maps 
Some two hundred and sev'nty miles off ; and, perhaps, 
In a case so important you may not decline 
A pedestrian excursion to visit his shrine ; ' [shoes 

And, Sire, should you choose To put peas in your 
The Saint, as a Gentleman, can't well refuse 
So distinguish'd a Pilffrim, especially when he - 
Considers the boon wul not cost him one penny I ' 

His speech ended, his Grace bow'd, and put on his mitre 
As tight as before, and perhaps a thought tighter. 

* Pooh I pooh I ' says the King, 

* I shall do no such thing ! 

It's nonsense, — Old fellow — you see — ^no use talking — 
The peas set apart, I abominate walking — [me ? 

Such a deuced way off too — hey ? — walk there— what 
Pooh I — ^it's no Go, Old feUow I — ^you know— don't you 
see? 

* Well, Sire,' with much sweetness the Prelate replied, 

* If your Majesty don't like to walk you can ride ! 

And then if you please. In lieu of the peas, 
A small portion of horse-hair, cut fine, well insert. 
As a substitute under your Majesty's shirt ; 
Then a rope round your coUar instead of a laced band, — 
A few nettles tuck'd into your Majesty's waistband, — 
AsaafoBtida mix'd with yoor bou^t and civet, 
111 warrant youll find yourself right as a trivet ! ' 

* Pooh I pooh 1 I tell you,' 
Quoth the King, ' It won't do I '— 
A cold perspiration began to bedew 

His Majesty s che^, and he grew in a stew, 
When Soz6 de Humez, the King's privy -purse-keeper 
^Many folksthought itcouldscarce have a worse keeper). 
Came to the rescue, and said with a smile, 
' Sire, your Majesty can't go — 'twould take along while, 
And you won't post it under two shillinos a mile ! I 
Twenty-seven pounds ten To get there — and then 
Twenty-seven pounds ten more to get back agen I ! 
Sire, the toUle t enormous — ^yon ought to be King 
Of Golconda as well as the Indies, to fling 
Such a vast sum away upon any such thing ! * 

At this second rebuff The Archbishop locked gruff, 
And his eye glanced on Humez as if he'd say * Stuff 1 ' 
But seeing the King seem'd himself in a huff. 
He changed his demeanour, and grew smooth enough ; 
Then taking his chm 'twixt his finger and thumb, 
As a help to reflection, gave vent to a * Hum 1 ' 
TVas the pause of an instant — ^his eye assumed fast 
That expression which says, * Come, I've got it at last I * 

< There's one plan,' he resumed, * which with all due 

respect to 
Your Majesty, no one, I think, can object to — 
— Since your Majesty don't like the peas in the shoe — 
Travel — what say you to burning a Jew or two ? [or to 

Of all cookeries, most The Saints love a roast I 
And a Jew's of all others the best dish to toast ; 

And then for a Cook We have not far to look — 
Father Dominic's self. Sire, your own Grand Inquisitor, 
Luckily now at your Court is a visitor ; 
Of his Rev'rence's functions there is not one weightier 
Than Heretic -burning — in fact, 'tis his m/tier. 

Besides Alguazils Who still follow his heels, 
He has always familiars enough at his beck at home, 
To pick you up Hebrews enough for a hecatomb ! 
Ana depend on it. Sire, such a glorious specific 
Would make every Queen throughout Europe prolific ! ' 

Says the King, * Thatll do 1 

Pooh 1 pooh I burn a Jew ? 
Bom half a score Jews — ^bum a dozen — bum two — 

Tour Grace, it's a match 1 Bum all you can catch, 

Men, women, and children — Pooh 1 pooh ! great and 

small— [aUI 

Old clothes — sUppers— sealing-wax — ^Poohl bum them 

For once well be gay, A Grand AuiO'da-/^ 
Is much better fun than a ball or a play t ' 
So the warrant was made out without more delay. 
Drawn, sealed and deliver'd. and 

(Signed) YO EL RE ! 



CAXTO II. 

There is not a nation in Europe but labours 
To toady itself and to humbug its neighbours — 
' Earth has no such folks — ^no folks such a city, 
So great or so grand, or so fine, or so pretty,'" 

Said Lonis Quatorze, ' As this Paris of onra ! * 
— Mr Daniel O'Connell exclaims, • By the Pow'rs, 
Ould Ireland's on all hands admitted to be 
The first flow'r of the earth, and first Gim of the sea I * — 
—Mr Bull will inform yon that Neptune, — a lud he. 
With more of affection than revYence styles ' Dadil v,' — 

Did not scruple to * say To freedom one day,' ' 
That if eve-r he changed his aquatics for dry land, 
His home should be Mr B.'s ' Tight little Island.'— 

He adds, too, that he, The sud Mr B., 
Of all possible Frenchmen can fight any three ; 
That, with no greater odds, he knows well how to 

treat them, 
To meet them, defeat them, and beat them, and oat 
— In Italy, too, 'tis the same to the letter, [thciii — 

There each Lazzarone Will cry to his crony, 
' See Naples, then die 1 and the sooner the better ! ' 
The Portuguese say, as a well understood thing, 
' Who has not seen Lisbon has not seen a good thing I ' — 
While an old Spanish proverb mns glibly as imder, 

•QuiEX NO HA VXSTO SeVILLA 

No HA VI8T0 XARATiLLA,* [WondcrT 

* He who ne'er has view'd Seville has ne'er vicw'd a 
And from all I can learn this is no such great blunder. 

In fact, from the river, The famed Guadolquivcr, 
Where many a knight's had cold steel through his liver, 
The prospect is grand. The Igluia Mayor 
Has a splendid rafect on the opposite sliore. 
With its lofty Oiralda^ while two or three score 
Of magnificent stractures around, perhaps more, 
As our Irish friends have it, are there ' to the fore : ' 

Then the old Alcazar, More ancient by far, 
As some say, while some call it one of the palaces 
BuUt in twelve hundred and odd by Abdul Azi, 
With it£ horse -shoe-shaped arches of arabesque tracery, 
Which the architect seems to have studied to place awry, 

Saracenic and rich ; And more buildings * the which,' 
As old Lilly, in whom I've been looking a bit o' late. 
Says, < You'd be bored should I now recapitulate;' 

In brief, then, the view Is so fine and so new, 
It would make you exclaim, t would so forcibly strike yc. 
H aFrenchman,*iSttj)er^ / ' — if an Englishmen, ' Crikey t 

Tes! thou arl 'Wonderful I ' — ^but oh, 

Tis sad to think, 'mid scenes so bright 
As thine, fair Seville, sounds of woe, 

And shrieks of pain and wild affright, 
And soul- wrung groans of deep despair. 
And blood, and death should mingle there ! 

Yes ! thou art ' Wondebfcl 1 —the flames 
That on thy towers reflected shine. 

While earth's proud Lords and high -bom Dames, 
Descendants of a mighty line, 

With cold unalter'd looks are by 

To gaze, with an unpitying eye, 

On wretches in their agony. 

All speak thee * Wouderftl ' — ^the phrase 
Befits thee well — the fearful blaze 
Of yon piled faggots' land ligbtj 
Where writhing victims mock the sight,— 
The scorch'd limb shrivelling in its chains, — 
The hot blood parch'd in licina veins, — 
The crackling nerve — the fearful kneU 
Wrung out by that remorseless bell, — 
Those shouts from human fiends that swell, — 
That withering scream, — ^that frantic yell, — 
AU, S6ville,-~«11 too truly tell 
Thou art a * Mabtel ' — and a Hell ! 
God I — that the worm whom thou hast made 
Should thus his brother worm invade ! 
Count deeds like these good service done. 
And doem THINE eye looks smiling on I ! 

Yet there at his ease, with his whole Court around him. 
King Ferdinand sits * in his Glory ' — confound him ! — 

Leaning back in his chair. With a satisfied air. 
And enjoying the bother, the smoke and the smut her. 
With one knee cock'd carelessly over the other ; 

His pouncet-box goes To and fro at his nose. 
As somewhat misliking the smell of old clothes, 
And seeming to hint, by this action emphatic, 
That Jews, even when roasted, are not aromatic ; 

There, too, fair ladies From Xeres, and Cadix, 
Cardinas, and Julias, and fair Iliesillas, 
In splendid lace veils, and becomixig mantillas ; 
Elviras, Antonias, and daras and Floras, 
And dark-eyed Jacinthaa and soft Isidoras, 
Are crowding the ' boxes,' and looking on coolly as 
Though 'twas but one of their common iertuliatt 
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Partaking, as ustud, of wafer and icos, 
Suow-water, and melons cat out into slices, 
And chocolate, — fornish'd at coffee-house prices ; 

While many a suitor, And gay coadjutor. 
In the eating-and-drinking line scorns to be neuter ; 
One, being perhaps just return'd with his tutor 
From travel in England, id tempting his 'future * 
With a luxiuy neat as imported, * Tne Pewter,' 
And charming the dear Violantes and IUcses [ness's ;' 
With a three-comer'd Sandwich, and soupfon of' Goin- 
W^ile another, from Paris but newly come back. 
Hints ' the least taste in life ' of the best cogniac. 

Such ogling and eyeing. In short, and such sighing 

And such complimenting (one must not say 1 g), 

Of smart Cavaliers with each other stiU vying, 

Mix*d up with the crying, And groans of the dying. 
All hissing, and spittine, and broiling, and frying. 
Form a scene which, although there can be no denying 
To a hon Catlu)lique it may prove edifying, 
I doubt if a Protestant smart Beau, or merry Belle, 
Might not shrink from it as somewhat to* terrible. 
It's a question with me if you ever sun^ey'd a 
More stern-looking mortal than old Torqueniada, 
Benown'd Father Dominic, famous for twisting dom- 
-estic and foreign necks all over Christendom ; 

Morcscoes or Jews, Not a penny to choose, 
If a dog of a heretic dare to refuse 
A glass of old port, or a dice from a griskin. 
The good Padre soon would so set him a frisking, 
That I would not, for — ^more than 111 say — be in his skin. 

*Twas just the same thing with his own race and nation, 
And Christian Dissenters of every persuasion, 

Muggletonian or Quaker, Or Jumper or Shaker, 
No matter with whom in opinion partaker, 
George Whitfield, John Bunyan, or Thomas Gat -acre, 
They*d no better chance than a Bonze or a Fakir ; 
[f a woman, it skill'd not — if she did not deem as he 
Bade her to deem touching Papal supremacVi [her 

By the Pope, but he'd make her ! From error awake 
Or else — ^pop her into an oven and bake her ! 
No one, in short, ever came half so near, as he 
Did, to the full extirpation of heresy ; 
And if, in the times of which now I am treating, 
There bad been such a thing as a ' Bianchcster Meeting/ 
* Pretty pork ' h'd have made * Moderator ' and * Minister,' 
Had he out caught them on his side Cape Finisterre; — 
Pye Smith and the rest of them once inhis bonfire, hence- 
-forth you^d have heard little more of the * Confkrexce.* 
And there — on the opposite side of tke ring. 
He, too, sits * in bis Globt,' confronting the King, 
With his cast-iron countenance frowning austerely, 
That matched with bis e^i Ion point body but queerly, 
VoT though grim his visage, his person was pursy, 

Belying the rumour Of fat folks' good humour ; 
Above waves his banner of * Justice and Mercy,* 
Below and around stand a terrible band ad- 
-ding much to the scene — viz. The • Holy Hermandad,' 
That's * Brotherhood/ — each looking grave as a Grand- 
dad.' 

Within the arena Before them b seen a 
Strange, odd-looking group, each one dress'd in a gar- 
ment 
Not * dandified * clearly, as certainly ' varment,' 
Being all over vipers and snakes, and stuck thick 
With multiplied silhouette profiles of Nick ; 

And a cap of the same, All devils and flame, 
Kxtinguisher-shaped, much like Salisbury Spire, 
Except that the latter^s of coarse somewhat higher ; 

A long yellow pin-a-fore, 

Hangs down each chin afore, 
Oa which, ere the wearer had donn'd it, a man drew 
The Scotch badge, a Saltire, or cross of St. Andrew ; 
Though I fairly confess 1 am quite at a loss 
To guess why they should choose that particular cross, 

Or to make clear to you What the Scotch had 
to do 
At all with the business in hand, — ^though it's true 
That the vestment aforesaid, perhaps from its hue, 
Fix. yellow in juxta-position with blue 
(A tinge of which latter tint could but accrue 
On the faces of wretches, of course, in a stew 
As to what their tormentors were filing to do). 
Might make people fancy, who no better knew. 
They were somehow connected with Jeffrey's Review ; 

Especially, too, As it's certain that few 
Things would make Father Dominic blither or happier 
Than to catch hold of i^ or its Chef Macvey Napier.— 
No matter for that — ^my description to cro^-n, 
All the flames and the devils were turned upside down 
On this habit, facetiously term'd San Benito, 

Much like the dress suit Of some nondescript brute 
From the show- van of Wombwell (not George), or 
Polito. 



And thrice happy they. Dressed oat in this way 
To appear with ecUti at the Auto-da-f^, — 
Thrice happy indeed whom the good luck might fall to 
Of devils tail upward, and * Fuego reroUot 

For only see there, In the midst of the Square, 

Where, perched up on poles six feet high in the air, 
Sit, chain'd to the stake, some two, three, or four pair, 
Of wretehes, whose eyes, nose, complexion and hair 
Tlieir JewL^ deecent bitt too plainly declare. 
Each clothed in a garment more frightful by far. a 
Smock-frock sort of gaberdine, call'd a Samarray 
With three times the number of devils upon it, — 
A proportion observed on tlie sugar-loaf 'd bonnet, 
With this further distinction — of mischief a proof — 
That every fiend Jack stands upright on his hoof ! 

While the pictured flames, spread Over body and 
head, 
Arc three times as crooked, and three times as red I 
All, too, pointing upwards, as much as to say, 
* Here's the real bonne houdie of the Auto-da-fe,^ 

Torquemada, meanwhile. With his cold, cruel smile, 

Sits lookmg on calmly, and watching the pile. 

As his hocked ^ Familiars ' (their names, as some tell, 

come [come '\ 

From their being so much more * familiar * than * wel- 

Have, by this time begun To be * poking their fan,' 
And their firebrands, as if they were so many posies 

Of lilies and roses, Up to the noses 
Of Lazarus Levi and Money Ben Moses ; 
While similar treatment is forcing out hollow moans 
From Aby Ben Lasco and Ikey Ikn Solomons, 
Whose beards — this a black, that inclining to grizzle — 
Are smoking, and curling and all in a fizzle : 
The King, at the same time, his Dons, and his a isitors, 
Sit, sporting smiles, like the Holy Inquisitors. 

Enough ! — no more ! — Thank Heaven 'tis o'er ! 
The tragedy's done ! and we now draw a veil 
O'er a scene which makes outraged hmnanity quail ; 
The lost fire's exhausted and spent like a rocket. 
The lost wretched Hebrew's burnt down in his socket ! 
The barriers are open, and all, saints and sinners. 
King, Court, Lords, and Commons, gone home to their 
dinners, 

With a pleasing emotion Produced by the notion 
Of having exnibited so much devotion, 
All chuckling to think how the Saints are deligiited 
At having seen so many ' Sniouehee ' ignited : — 

All, save Privy -purse Humez, 

Who sconced in his room is. 
And, Cocker in hand, in his leather-backed cliair 
Is puzzling to find oat how much the * affair ' 
(By deep calculations, ihe which I can't follow), cost — 
The tottte, in short, of the whole of the Holocaust. 

Perhaps you may think it a rather odd thing. 
That, while tallung so much of the Coartand the King, 
In describing the scene Through which we've just 
I've not said one syllable as to the Queen ; [been 

Especially, too, as her Majesty's ' Whereaboats,' 
All things considered might well be thought thereabouts ; 
The fact was, however, although little uown, 
Sa M€Ufe$tad had hit on a plan of her own. 
And suspecting, perhaps, that an Auto alone 
Might fail in securing this * Heir to the throne,* 

Had made up her mind, Although well inclined 
Towards galas and shows of no matter what kind, 

For once to retire, And bribe the Saints higher 
Than merely by sitting and seeing a fire, — 
A sight, after all, she did not much admire ; 

So she lock'd herself np. Without platter or cup. 
In her Oriel, resolved not to take bite or sup, 
Not so much as her matin-draught (our * early purl '), 
Nor put on her jewels, nor e'en let the girl, 
Who help'd her to dress, take her hair ont of curl. 
But to pass ihe whole morning in telling her beads. 
And in reading the lives of the Saints, and their deeds, 
And in vowing to visit, without shoes or sandals. 
Their shrines, with unlimited orders for candles, 
Holy water, and Masses of Mozart's and Handel's,* 
And many a Pater, and Ave, and Credo 
Did she, and her Father Confessor, Quevedo 
(The clever Archbishop, you know, of Toledo), 
Who came, as before, at a very short warning. [iog, 
Get through, without doubt, in the course of that morn- 
Shut up, OS they were. With nobody there 
To at all interfere with so pious a pair ; 

• * That Is, Slie woutd have onlered them — ^but none are known. 
I f 'V, a« h\9. 
For Handel never wnHe a Ma^s, and to Mie'd DavU Perec's — 
Bow : wow! wow I y\>[ lol, kc, kc' 

(Ptathumous yoU 6y (hf Ghost uf Jjmtt Smith. &q.^ 



And the Saints must have been stony -hearted indeed. 
If they had not allow'd all these pains to succeed. 
Nay, it*8 not quite clear to me, but their very ability 

Might, Spain throughout, 

Have been brought into doubt, 
Had the Royal bed still remain*d cursed with sterility : 
St. Jago, however, who always is jealous 
In Spanish affairs, as their best authors teU us. 

And who, if he saw Anything like a flair 
In Spain's welfare, would soon sing, * Old Bose, bom 

the bellows I * 
Set matters to rights like a King of good fellows: 

By his interference, Three-fourus of a year henrc. 
There was nothing bat capering, dancing, and singing, 
('achucas. Boleros, and bells set a-ringing 

In both the CastiUes, Triple -bob-major peals. 
Rope -dancing, and tumbling, and somerset-flinging, 

Seguidiuas, Fandangoes/ While ev*ry gun iMing 
goes; 
And all the way through, from Gibraltar to Biscay^, 
Figueras and Sherry make all the Dons frisky 
(Save Moore's * Blakes and O'Donnells,* who stick to 
the whisky) ; 

All the day long The dance and the song 
Continue the general ioy to prolong ; 
And even long after the close of the day 
You can hear little else but * Hip 1 hip I hurray I * 
The Escurial, however, is not quite so gay, 
For, whether the Saint had not perfectly heard 
The petition the Queen and Arcnbishop preferr*d, — 
Or whether his head, from his not being used 
To an Auio-da-f^f was a little confused, — 
Or whether the King, in the smoke and the smother. 
Got bo(her*d, and so made some blunder or other, 

I am sure I can't say ; All I know is, that day 
There must have been eom0 mistake! — that, I'm afniid. 

Only too clear. Inasmuch as the dear [is 

Roral Twins, — ^though fine babies, — ^proved both little 
Ladies ! 

Mural, 

Reader ! — Not knowing what your 'persuasion 'mar !«•, 

IVIahometan, Jewish, or even rarsee. 

Take a little advice which may serve for all three ! 

First — ^ When you are at Bomey do as Borne does ! ' «nd 
note all her [totaUer ! 

Ways— drink what She drinks I and don't turn Tee* 
' In Spain, rafeon de viue^ Yoa most do as they do, 

Inasmnch as they're all tnere * at sixes and sevens,' 
Just as, yoa* know, They were some yean ago, 

In the -days of Don Carlos and Brigadier Evans ; 

Don't be nice, then — ^bnt take what they've got in their 
shops, 

Whetner griskins or sausages, ham or pork-cfaops ! 

Next — Avoid Fancy -trousers l-»-their colours and shapes 
Sometimes, as you see, may lead folks into scrapes ! 

For myself, I confess, I've but small taste in dre&i. 
My opinion is, therefore, worth nothing — or less — 
But some friends I've consulted, — moch given to watch 

Apparel — do say It's by far the best way [one's 
And tne safest, to do as Lord Brougham does — ^buy 
Scoteh ones I 

I might now volunteer some advice to a King, — 
Let Whigs sav what they will, I shall do no such thing. 
But copy my betters, and never begin 
Until, like Sir Robert, * I'm duly call'd x>' I ' 



lu tlie windows of the great Hall, as well aa in those of tho 
long gallery, and the Library at Tapplogton, are, and baw Uvn 
many of them from a very early period, varlona ^atoricd fxntm " 
(if staloed glasa, ^hich, as Blue Dick's * exploits did not e^Lteml 
beyond the neighbouring city, have remained nafhictarcd dovii 
to 'the present time. Among the numcniua eacutcheona there 
dlHplayed, charged *vlth armorial bearingt of the family and tti> 
counectlona, ia one In which a chtvnm bUwetn three eaol**' 
cuittor, $ablet ta blaaoned quarterly with the eitffraii«i saJtirf 
of the Ingoldabya. Mr. Slmpklnson ftom Bath. — whoee merits 
an an antiquary are eo well known and appreciated as to make 
eulogy superfloona, not to say Impertinent — ^haa been for aome 
time bringing hla heraldic lore to bear on theae monumeniA 
vetiuta. He pronounces the coat la question to be that of a orr- 
taln Sir Ingoldsby Bray who flourished temp. i?»e. /^ and foundrti 
the Abbey of Ingoldsby, in the county of Kent and diooeM> of 
Rochester, early In the reign of that monarch's saoceaaor. The 
history of the origin of that pfoua estabUahmeat has bi>*n 
rescued tram the dirt and mildew in which ita chartuUrio» 
hive been slumbering for ceuturlea and Is here glTcn. lti« 
link of connection between the two families la shown ly ih# 
accompanying extract lh>m oar genealogical tree. 



* Richard Cutmrr, parson of Chartham. rommonty ao calleit, 
dl>»tlngul«»he<l him^lf vhile I-aud was in tlie Tower, by breaking 
the Ijeauilfnl windows lu Canterbury Cit^xiraL 
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P^ter de Ingoldeby. l/>nl of TappliiKton 
toiap : SUphen, killed at the txittlc of Lln> 
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LUarefl, 
2ud wife. 



Geotktj 
de BraL 



I 1 

Joan Richard logoldsby, 
only of TappiugtoD afore- 
dan. said. A quo Houi- 
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per 
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Ingoldsby de Bray, CTitv'ler, 
afterwards assumed his mo- 
ther's name, founder of In- 
goldsby Abbey, a.d. 1202, 
ob. s. t. circiter 1214. 



Reginald do Bray, 
2nd son, heir to hia 
brother, flrom whom 
descended Edmund 
Lord Bray, summon- 
ed to Parliament 2X 
to 28 Hen. 8. 

JL 

In this document ft will be perceived that the death of I^dy 
Alice IngoUlsby is attributed to strangulation ^superindnoed by 
Huspension, wbiereas In the veritable legend annexed no allusion 
is mado to the Intervention of a halter. Unluckily Sir Ingoldsb^ 
left no issue, or we might now be 'calling Cousins' with (ct- 
drrant) Mn Otway Cave, in whose ikvour the abeyance of the 
old Barony of Bray has recently been determined by the Crown. 
To this same Barony we ourselves were not without our preten- 
sions, and, teste Simpkinion, had ' as good a right to it as any- 
body else.* The * Cullective wisdom of the Country ' has, how- 
ever, decided the point, and placed us among that very numerous 
class of claimants who are * wrongfully kept out of their property 
and dignity— by the right owners.' 

I seize with* pleasure this opportunity of contradicting a 
malicious report that Mr. Simpkinoon has, in a late nublicatlon, 
confounded King Henry the Fifth with the Ihike of Monmouth, 
and positively deny that he has ever represented Walter Ixn-d 
Cliiford (father to Fair Rosamond) as the leader of the 0. P. row. 



THE INQOLDSBY PENANCE! 

A LEGEND OF PALESTINE AND—WEST 

KENT. 

I'll devise thee brave punishments for him I— Shakspkaub. 

OUT and spake Sir Ingoldsbj Biay, 
A stalwart knight, I ween, was he, 

* Come east, eome west, Gome lance in rest, 
Come falchion in hand, PU tickle the best 

Of all the Soldan's Chivalrie.! ' 

Oh ! thej came west, and thej came east, 
Twentj-four Emirs and Sheiks at the least. 

And thej hammerM awaj At Sir Ingoldsby Braj, 
Fall back, faU edge, cut, thnut, and poinC — 
But he topped off head, and he lopp*d off joint ; 

Twentj and three, Of high degree. 
Lay stark and stiff on the crimson'd lea. 
All — all save one — and he ran np a tree I [see ! * 

*' Now count them, my Sqnire, now count them and 

' Twenty and three ! Twenty and three ! — 
All of th^m Nobles of high degree ; 
Tliere they be lying on Ascalon lea ! * 

Out and spake Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 

* What news ? what news ? come, tell to me ! 

What news ? what news, thou little Foot-page ? — 

I've been whacking the foe, tiU it seems an age 
Since I was in ^goldsbr Hall so free I 

What news ? what news from Ingoldsby HaU ? 

Come tell me now, thou Page so small I ' 

* Oh, Hawk and Hound Are safe and sound. 
Beast in byre and Steed in stall ; 

And the Watch-dog^s bark. As soon as it*s dark. 
Bays wakeful guard around Ingoldsby HaU I ' 

— * I care not a pound For Hawk or for Hound, 
For Steed in stall, or for Watch-dog*s bay : 

Fain would I hear Of my dainty dear ; 
How fares Dame Alice, my Lady gay ? ' — 
Sir Ingoldsby Bray, he said in his rage, 
^ What news? what news ? thou naughty Foot -page ! * — 

That little Foot-page full low crouched he, 
And he doff*d his cap, and he bended his knee, 
' Now lithe and listen. Sir Bray, to me. 
Lady Alice sits lonely in bower and hall. 
Her siehs they rise, and her tears they fall : 

She sits alone, And she makes her moan ; 

Dance and song She considers quite wrong ; 

Feast and reref Mere snares of the devil ; 
She mendeth her hose, and she crieth, ** Alack ! 
When wUl Sir Ingoldsby Bray come back ? " ' 

* Thou liest ! thou liest, thou naughty Foot-page, 
Full loud dost thou lie, false Page, to me 1 

ThM^e, in ihy breast, "Neath thy silken vest, 
What scroll is that, false Page, I see r * 

Sir Ingoldsby Bray in his rage drew near, 
That little Foot-page he blencVd with fear ! 



* Now where may the Prior of Abingilon lie ? 
King Richard s Confessor, I ween, is he,> 

And tidings rare To him do I bear, 
And news of pried from his rich Ab-bee ! ' 

< Now nay, now nay, thou naughty Page ! 
No learned clerk, 1 trow, am I, 

But well, I ween, May there be seen 
Dame Alice^s hand with half an eye I 
Now nay, now nay, thou naughty Page, 
From Abingdon Abbey comes not thy news ; 

Although no clerk. Well may I mark 
The particular turn of her P's and her Q's ! ' 

Sir Ingoldsby Bray, in his fuiy and rage, 

By the back of the neck takes that little Foot-page ; 

The scroll he seizes, The Page he squeezes, 
And buffets, — and pinches his nose till he sneezes ; 
Then he cuts with his dagger the silken threads [heads. 
Which they used in those days, 'stead of little Queen*s- 

When the contents of the scroll met his view, 
Sir Ingoldsby Bray in a passion grew, 

Backward he drew His naUed shoe, 
And he kick'd that naughty Foot-page, that he flew 
Like a cloth-yard shaft from a bended yew, 
I may not say whither — ^I never knew. 

' Now count the slain Upon Ascalon plain, — 
Go count them, my Squire, go count them again ! ' 

* Twenty and three I There they be, 
Stiff and stark on that crimsoned lea ! — 

Twenty and three ? — — Stay — ^let me see ! 

Stretch'd in his gore There lieth one more I 
By the Pope*s triple crown there are twenty and four i 
Twenty-four trunks, I ween, are there, [where ! 

But their heads and their limbs are no-body knows 
Ay, twenty-four corses, I rede, there l)e, 
Though one got away and ran up a tree ! ' 

* Look nigher, look nigher, My trusty Squire ! * — 
' One is the corse of a barefooted Friar 1 1 ' 

Out and spake Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 

* A boon, a boon. King Richard/ quoth he, 

* Now Heav*n thee save, A boon I crave, 
A boon, Sir King, on my bended knee ; 

A year and a day Have I been away, 
King Richard, from Ingoldsby HaU so free ; 
Dame AUce, she sits there in lonely guise, 
And she makes her moan, and she sobs and she sighs, 
And tears like rain-drops faU from her eyes, 
And she dameth her hose, and she crieth, " Alack I 
Oh ! when wiU Sir Ingoldsby Bray come back ? " 
A boon, a boon, my Liege,' quoth he, 

* Fair Ingoldsby ^aU I uiin would see ! * 

* Rise up, rise up. Sir Ingoldsby Bray,* 
King Richard said rightgracionsly, 

< Of aU in my host lliat I love the most, 
I love none better. Sir Bray, than thee I 
Rise up, rise up, thou hast thy boon ; 
But — ^mind you make haste, and come back again soon i ' 

FTTrs II. 

PoDe Gregory sits in St. Petefs chair, 
Pontiff proud, I ween, is he, 
And a belted Knight, In armour dight, 

Is begging a boon on his bended knee, 

With signs of grief and sounds of woe 

Featly he kiss^h his Holiness' toe. 

' Nowpardon, Holy Father, I crave, 

Holy Father, pardon and grace I 

In my fury and rage A litue Foot-page 
I have left, I fear me, in evil case : 
A scroU of shame From a faithless dame 
Did that naughty Foot-page to a paramour bear : 

1 gave mm a " Uck " With a stick. And a kick, 
That sent him — ^I can*t teU your Holiness where 1 
Had he as many necks as hairs. 

He had broken them aU down those perilous stairs ! ' 

^ Rise np, rise np, Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
Rise up, rise up, I say to thee ; 

A soldier, I trow. Of the Cross art thou ; 
Rise np, rise up from thy bended knee ! 
Ill it beseems that a soldier true 
Of holy Church should vainly sue : — 
— Foot-pages, they are by no means rare, 
A thriftless crew, I ween, be they, 

WeU mote we spare A Page— or a pair, 
For the matter of that — Sir Ingoldsby Bray. 

Bat stout and true Soldiers, like you, 
Grow scarcer and scarcer every day ! 

Be prayers for the dead ifaty read. 
Let a mass be sung, and hjpattr be s^d ; 
So mar your qualms of conscience cease, 
And the Uttle Foot-page shall rest in peace I ' 



* Now pardon, Holy Father, I crave, 

Holy Father, pardon and grace I 

Dame Alice, my wife, The bane of my life, 

1 have left, I fear me, in evU case ! 
A scroU of shame in my rage I tore, 
Which that caitiff Page to a paramour bore ; 
'Twere bootless to teU how I storm'd and swure, 
Alack I alack I too surely I knew 

The turn of each P, and the tail of each Q, 
And away to Ingoldsby HaU I flew ! 

Dame Alice I found, — She sank on th e ground , — 
I twisted her neck tiU I twisted it round I 
With jibe and jeer, and mock and sc<^, 
I twisted it on — ^till I twisted it off ! — 
AU the King's Doctore and aU the King's Men, 
Can't put fair Alice's head on agen I * 

< WeU-a-day I weU-a-day I Sir Ingoldsby Bray 
Why really I hardly know what to say :— 
Foul sin, I trow, a fair Ladye to slay, 
Because she*8 perhaps been a little too gay. — 
— Monk must chant and Nun must pray 
For each mass they sing, and each pray'r they say, 

For a year and a day, Sir Ingoldsby Bray ' 
A fair rose-noble must duly pay I 
So may his qualms of conscience cease. 
And the soul of Dafne Alice may rest in peace 

* Now pardon, Holy Father, I crave, 

Holy Father, pardon and grace ! 

No power could save That paramour kna\'e ; 

1 left him, I wot, in evU case ! 

There, ^idst tlie slain Upon Ascalon plain, 
Unburied, I trow, doth his body remain. 
His legs lie here, and his arms lie there, 
And his head Ues — I can't teU your Holiness where !' 

* Now out and alas I Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 

Foul sin it were, thou doughty Knight, 
To hack and to hew A chamnion true 

Of Holy Church in such pitiful plight ! 

Foul sin her warriors so to slay, 

When they're scarcer and scarcer every day ! — 
— A chantry fair, - And of Monks a pair, 
To pray fpr his soul for ever and aye. 
Thou must duly endow, Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
And fourteen marks by theyear must thou pay 

For plenty of lights 'To bum there 0' nights — 
None of your rascaUy ** c^tps " — ^but sound, 
Round, ten-penny moulds of four to the poimd ; — 
And a shirt of the roughest and coarsest nair 
For a year and a day, Sir Ingoldsby, wear ! 
So may your qualms of conscience cease. 
And the soul of the Soldier shaU rest in peace ! * 

' Now nay. Holy Father, now nay, now nav I 
Less penance may sen'e I ' quoth Sir Ingofdsby Bray, 
< No champion free of the Cross was he ; 
No belted Baron of high degree ; 

No Knight nor Sctfire Did there expire ; 
He was, I trow, but a barefooted Friar I 
And the Abbot of Abingdon long may wait 
With his monks around nim, and early and late 
May look from loop-hole, and turret, and gate, 
He hath lost his Prior — ^his Prior his pate ! ' 

* Now Thunder and turf ! ' Pope Grejjory said, 

And his hair raised his triple crown right off his hcaJ — 

* Now Thunder and turf I and out dnd alas \ 
A horrible thing has come to pass ! 

\^at ! — cut off the head of a reverend Prior, 

And say he was " onHy (I 11) a bare-footed Friar ! "-— 

" What Baron or Squire, 

Or Knight of the shire. 
Is half so good as a holy Friar ? " 

0, turpisHme! Vir nequiMnme ! 
Sclerati88ime ! — qui$time ! — tsttme / 
Never, I trow, have the Servi tervorum 

Had before 'em Such a breach of decorum. 
Such a gross violation of morum bonorum^ 
And won't have again Bxciila txculorum ! — 

Come hither to me, My Cardinals three, 

My Bishops in partibus, Masters in Artibus, 

Hither to me, A.B. and D.D.j 

Doctors and Proctors of every degree. 
Go fetch me a book I — ^go fetch me a bcU 
As big as a dustman's I — ^and a candle as weU — 
111 send him — where good manners won^ let me tell I ' 

— *- Pardon and grace ! — ^now pardon and grace ! ' 
— Sir Ingoldsby Bray feU flat on his face — 
* Mea aupa /—in sooth I'm in pitiful case. 
Peocavi! peccavi I—Tve done very wTong! 
But my heart it is stout, and my aim it is strong. 
And ni fight for holy Church aU the day long ; 
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• And the Ingoldsb; Iwidi ue broad and fair, [<vb««. 
And they're here, and they're there, aad 1 can't tell jou 
And Hoij Chnrch shall Mine in (or her thare ! ' 




Aad bis Cardinal* three Iheir plek'd up bia cnncn. 

' Now, if it be «) that you iwq you've been wrong. 
And ;oar heart is so stout, and yunr ann it so strong. 
And joa realty will figLt like a trump all d^ long ; 
Jl the iDgoldsby lands do lie here and there, 
And Holy Church shaU come in for her ibare, — 

Wbr, my Caidinali throe. 

You'll agree With me 
That it giva a new turn to the whole affair. 
And 1 think that the Penitent need not despair I 
— If it be io, ai yoD seem to s«t, 
Bise up, rise up. Sir Ingoldsby Bray ! 
' An Abbey so (air Sir Bray shall found, 
Whose inneruiost nail's encircling bound 
Shall tale in s couple of teres of ground ; 
And there in that Abbey all the reai round, 
A full choir of monks, and a full choir of nuns, 
Shall live upon cabbage and hot -cross buns. 

And Sir Ingoldsby Brar, Without delay. 

Shall hie him agun !l'o Aecalon pLun, 
And nther the bones of the foully slain : 
And Bhdl pUco said bonos, ivith all poesible care. 
In an elegant shiloe in his Abbey so fair; 

And plenty of lights Shall there be o' nights ; 
None of jour rascally " dipt,' but sound, 
Be«t superfine wax-wicks, four to the pound ; 

And Monk and Nml Shall pray, each one 
For the soul of the Prior of Abingdon 1 
And Sir Ingoldsby Bray, eo bold and so brave, 
Never shall wash himself, comb, or shave. 

Nor adorn bis bod^, Nor drink gin-toddy. 

Nor indol^inapipe, — But sboU dine upon tripe. 
And blBCkbemee gntner'd before tb(y arc ripe. 
And for ever abhor, renounce, and abjure 
Rum, hollands, and brandy, wine, [lunch, and llqutai 



Bui he swsJIow'd it down, by an rfFort, again. 
And his Holiness luckily fancied bis gulp a 
Mere repetition of 0, mtd mJpi!) 
' Thrice three timea npon Candlemat-day, 
Between Vespers and Compline, Sir Ingoldsby Bray 
Shall run round the Abbey, as best he may. 

Subjecting his bock To thump and to thwack. 
Well and truly laid on by a barefooted Frinr, 
With a stout c*t-o'-ninc(«i]« of whipcord and wire ; 
And nor be, nor his heir. Shall lake, use, ra bca 
Anj more, from this day. The suraimic of Br'iy, 



As being disbonaur'd ; but all inue male he has 
Shall, with himself, go henceforth by an niifli .' 
So his qualms of conscience at length may ceaie. 
And Page, Dame, and Prior shall rest in peace ! ' 
Sir Ingoldsby (now do longer Bray) 
' f like a shot away and away, 

Over th« brine To far Palestine, 
To ronunage and hunt over Ascalon plain 
For the unburied bones of his victim stain. 

Look out, my Squire, Look higher and oigfaer, ' 
Look out for the corpse of a barefooted Friar ! 
And pick up the arms and the legs of the dead. 
And pick up his body, and pick uu hit head 1 ' 

ildibv Abbey is (air to see, 
ith iiianors a doien, and royalties three. 
With right of free warren (whatever that be) ; 
Rich pastures in front, and groen woods in the rear, 
All in full leaf at the right time of year ; 
About C^istinos, or so, they fall into the sear, 
And the prospect, of course, becomes rather more drear: 
But it's really delightful in spring-time, — and near 
The great gate FatJher Thames rolls nia-bright and dear; 
Cobbani woods to the right, — on the opposite shore 
LaindoD Hills in the distance, ten miles off or i]iotc : 
Then you've Milton and Oiavesend behind, — and before 
You can see almost all the way down to the Norc. 

So charming a spot It's rarely one's lot 
To see, and when seen it's as rarely forgot. 
Yea, Ingoldsby Abbey is fair to see, 
And its MonU and its Nuns are H(ty and three, 
And there Uiey all stand each in their degree. 
Drawn up in uie front of their sacred abode. 
Two by two in their regular mode, 
While a funeral comes down the Itoche«tei road. 

Palmers twelve, from a foreign strand, 
Cockle in bat, and staff in hand, 
Come marching in pairs, a holy band 1 
Little boys twelve, drees'd all in while. 
Each with his btaien censer bright. 



Nont high in the air Twelve Yeomen bna 
On Iheii sturdy necks, M-rth a good deal of care, 
A patent sarcophagus firmly reor'd. 
Of Spanish nuiioganT (not reneer'd). 
And Mhind walks a knight with a very long beard. 

Close by his tide Is a Friar, supplied 
With a stout cat-o'-ninctails of tough cow-hide, 
While all sorts of queer men Bring up the rear- 
Hen- [men. 
-at-arms, Nigger captives, and Bow-men, and Spear- 
It hoots not to tell What youT] ^uess very well, 
Qow some sang Ihe-requiem, some tolld the bell; 

Suffice it to say, Twas on Candlemas-day 
The prOceisiDn I speak about reach'd the Sacfllum ; 
And in lieu of a supper The Knight on his 

Beceived tie (irst taste of tho Father's JIagtUan ; 

That, as chronicles tell. He contmued to dwell 
All the rest of his days in the Abbey he'd founded, 
Bv the pious o( both saxes ever surroondod, 
And, partaking the fare o( the Monks and the Nuns, 
Ate Mmi cabbage alone, without touching the buns : 
— That year after year, having run round the Quad 
With bis back, as enjoin'd him, exposed to the rod, 
Having not only kiss'd it, but blcss'd it, and thonk'd 
Died, as all thought, in the odour of sanctity ; [it, he 
When, — strange to relate 1 and yoall hardly believe 
What I'm going to fell yon, — next Candlemas Eve 
The Monks and the Nuns in the dead of the night 
Tumble, all of thero, out of their beds in affright, 

Alarm'd by the bawls, And the calls, and the 
squalls 
Of some one who s e e m 'd running all ronnd the wnllsl 

Looking ont, soon. By the li^ht o( the moon, 
Thero appears most distinctly to ev ry one's view. 
And making, as seems to them, all ttiis ado, 
The form of a Knight with a beard like a Jew, 
As black as if steep'd in that ' Klatchtcss t ' of Hnnt's, 
And so bushy, it would not disgrace Mr. Munti ; 
A barefoot£d Friar stands behind him, and shakes 
iifiageUum, whose lashes appear to be snakes ; 
Wliile moro terrible still, the astounded beholders 
Perceive tho said Friar has NO head on lirs suoiLDEas, 

But is holding his pate In his left hand, out 
As if hj a closer inspection to End [straight, 

Where to get the beet cot at his victim behind. 
With the aid of a small ' bull's-eye lonlern,' — as placed 
By onr own New Police. — ia a belt round his wais' 



From his headleM tormentor, repeating his cries, — 
In vaio, — (or the Fnar to his sbrts closely sticks, 
■Ranniog iftw hiiDi' — so wid the Abbot, — '1 
Bricks!' 




Thrice three times did the Phantom Knight 
Conrse round the Abbey aa best he might. 
Be-thwack'd and be-smack'd by the hnarilr-ra SiiriU'. 
While his shrieks ■) piercing made all hearts thrUI,— 
Then a whoop and a nalloo, — and all vras still ! 
Ingoldsby Abbey lus passed away. 

And at this time of day One can hardly sorvej 
Any traces or track, nve a few ruins, gray 



But still there are many folks livingwbo caj 
That on every Candlemas Eve, the Knight, 

Accontied and dight In his annanr bri|{ht. 
With his thick black beard,— «nd the eletical Sprue. 
With his head in his band, and his lanten alight. 
Run round the spot where the old Abbey stood. 
And are seen in the neighbouring glebe-land and ouai 
More eepecially still, if it's stormy and windy. 
You may hear them for miles kicking up their wiM 
shindy; 

And that once in a gale Of wind, sleet, and hai', 
They frigbten'd the horses, and upset the mail 

What 'tis breaks the rest Of these soul* nnblni 
Would now be a thing rather hard to be guess'd. 
Thoi^h some say thsBqnire, on his death-bed e^nfr^'' 

ThatonAscalonplain, WbenthebonMof the 'b : 
Where collected that day, and pack'd np in a chest 

Caulk'd and made vrater-Light, 

By command of the Knight, [n^br 

Though the lep and the ortns they'd got all prttt^ 
And the body itself in a deccntisb phgbt, 
Yet the Friar's I'fncrani'ani was nowhere in sight : 
So, to save themselves trouble, they pick'd np iustrad. 
And popp'd on the shoulden a Saracen't Head I 
Thus the Knight intfaetcnnsof hispenanee bad iaiX'i. 
And the Popes absolution, of coune, nought avnil'd. 

Now though this might he. It don't seem loagr« 
With one thing which, I own, is a poser to me, — 
I mean, as the miracles wron^t at the ahrine 
Containing the bones brought from far PalestJrte 
Were so great and notorious, tis hard to cnmbine 
Tbis/oirf with the reason these people assign. 
Or suppose that the head of the mnrder'd Divine 
Could be aught but what Yankees would coll ' gpnu-iu.' 
Tis a very nice question — bat be 't as it mav. 
The Qhost of Sir Ingoldsby fci'-dewinf Bray), 
It is baldly affirm 'd, by the folks groat and small 
About Milton, and Chalk, and arouad Cobhaii H^J, 
Still on Candlemss-day haunlf the old mind wail. 
And that many have seen him, and more beard \.j\i 



NETLEY ABBEY. 



Ha, I think, when the facte of the cose jou recall, 
Mj iuterence, reaini, yon'W Uitly forcatfll. 

Viz. : (hat, spite oMhe hope Held out b; the Pope 
Sir Ingoldsb; Bny was d— d uflcr ul) ! 

Moral, 
Foot-pagM, and Setvanta of ev'rv degree, 
Id livpry or oit of it, listen to me ', 
See what comu of lying '. don't join ia i leagne 
To blunbag joat m^ter, or aid an intrif^e ! 
Ladies !— married and tingle, from this undcrslaaJ 
Hour foolish it is to send letlers by hand I 
DodH stand for the sake of a peony, — but when you 

■ve a iilUl to send To a lOTcf oi friend. 
Put it into the post, and don't cheat the revenae ' 
Tter'rend gentlenuui'. — you who arogiiTn to roam. 
Don't koep up ■ soft corresiioDdeDce at honie ! 
But while you're abroad lead respectable lives ; 
iKive your neighbours, and welcome, — but don't lote 

their wives 1 
And, as bricklayers cry fTom the tiles and the leads 
^Vhea they're sborclling the snow off, ' Take cabe c 

Knights! — whose hearts are so stout, and whose arms are 

Learn, — to twist a wife's neck is decidedly wrong '. 
If your servants offend you, or give themselves airs, 
Bebuke them — but mJJdly — don't kick them down 

To ' Poor Bichard'a' bomely old proverb attend, 

' If joa want matters well-managed, Qo! — if not, Stud' 

A servant's too often a negligent elf ; 

— If it 13 business of consequence, Do IT TOcnscLF ' 

Thcsla 

People 

" it they someti 

iw — don't do 

wife! 
For think how annoying twould be, when you're vrid, 



WliOD ln> fhiiiints llic responx'S tw Lite, w Imo syna. 
Or liis Di; Re. Mi. F,i, »J, Iji't not quite i[i luue, 
(I'hoo. your know. They'd a ' moraMe Do,' 
Not a fix'd one as now — and of conrse never Inew 
Huw to set up a musical Hullah-baloo.^ 
It nEu. in sooth, a csmety sight. 
Ami I welcomed the vision with pure delight 

But then ' a cbimge rune o'er ' 
My spirit— a change of fear- 
That gnrgeons scene I behold no muti'. 
But deep hi'neath the baiemcnt fli»r 
\ dnngeon dark and drear ' 
Vti 1 tliire nas an oglr bole m the vmll — 
tir au men loo big — fur a cellar to an ill ' 

\Dd mortar and bricks All rendi to fi^ 
Auil I Hud, Ilercs a NuQ lias been plavuig Souu 
Tlmt horrible hole ' — it seems to say, [trick-, '— 

lmncmie(h.tFap«f(ir nliviugprev' ' 
\ii i mi h iri IT u Mi-k in.\ ini Won grew sad — 
\iL ! I II I ' ill I I lliat Gjnlener lud 

« Itithiuk 
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NETLEY ABBEY. 
A LEGEND OF HAMP3lllltE. 

I SAW thee, Netley, as the sun 
Across the western wfve 
Was sinking alow. And a golden glow 
To thy roofless towers ho gave ; 

And the ivy sheen. With its mantle of green 
That wrapt thy walls around. 

Shore lovelily bright, In that glorious light. 
And I felt 'twas holy ground. 
Then I thought of the ancient time — 
The days of the Monks of old.— 
When to Matin and Vesper, and Compline chime, 
The loud Hosanna roll'd, 
And Lhj courts, and ' long-drawn aisles ' amoiog, 
Swell'd the full tide of sacred song. 
And then a vi^on pass'd 
Across my mental ere ; * 
And silver shrines, and shaven crowns, 
And delicate Ladies, in bombaieen gon-ns, 
And long white veils, went by ; 
Stiff, and ^d, and solemn, and sad, — 
— But one, mcthought, wink'd at the Gardeuer-lad ! 
Then eama the Abbot, with mitre and ring, 
And pastoral staff, and all that sort of thing. 
And a Monk with a book, and a Monk with a bell, 
And ' dear little souls,' In clean linen stotee, 
Swinging their censers, and making a smell. — 
And see where the Choir-master walks in the rear. 

With front severe. And brow austere, 
Now and then pinching a little boy's car 




If e'er its jnstico wraps in flame 
Thp black abodes of sin and shani". 
That tDStice, in its own good time. 
Shall visit for so foul a crime. 
Ope desolation's floodgate wide, 
And blast thee, Xctley, in thy pride ' 
Lo where it comes ! — the tempest lour?,— 
It hnrst* on thy devoted towera ;. 
Buthless Tudor's bloated form 
Rid«« on the blast, and guides Ihd storm : 
I hoar the sacrilegious err, 
' Down with the nests, and (he rooks will 
Down I down they come — a fearful fall — 
Arch, and pillar, and ruof-tree, and all. 
Stained pane, and scnlplored stojie, 
There they lie on the greensward stronn- 
Mouldering walls remain alone. 

Shaven crown, Bombazecn gonn. 
Mitre, and Crosier, and all are flown '. 
And yet, fair Netley. as I gaze 

Upon that grey and mouldering n:tll, 
The glories Dfthy palmy days 

Ita very stones recall I 
They ' come like shadows, so depart ' — 
I tee thee as thon wart — and art — 
Sublime in tnin! — grand in woe! 

Lone refuge of the owl and bat ; 
"So voice awakes thine echoes now '. 

Ifo sound — Good Gracious ! — what wa< 



Was it 



The, 



And that Miiiden's lip, ttTiirh was made to ^i\>. 
Should here grow withcr'd and dry ai a chip ! 
— That wandering glance and furtive kLw, 
Exceedingly naughty, and nTong, I wij, 
Should yet be cousider'd so much amisj 
As to call for a sentence severe as this ! — 
And I said la mvself, as I heard with a Figh, 
Thepoor lone victim's stifled crv, 
' Well, I can't nnderstand How anv man's liaiil 
CvM wall up that hole in s Chri^^tian Lin'd \ 
Why a Mu-isulinau Turk 
Would recoil from the work. 
And though, when his Ladies run after (he felliiw?. ho 
Stands not on triSes, if madden'd by jeulousv, 
lis objects, I'm sure, would declare, could ificv speak, 
lu their Georgian, Circasbian, or Trnkisli, or fireet, 
" When alt's said and done, tar Ix-Uer it was for as. 
Tied back to back. And iiown up in a sark. 
I'l) be pilch'd neck and heels from a boat in tb<. 
Bo-Tihorus ! " 

_0h; a Saint 'twould vex Tothink thatlhe*.-! 
Shuuld be treated no belter than Oinibe's double X 1 
Sure some one might run to the Ablinis, and (ell her 
.\ uiucli better mclbod of stocking her cellar.' 



Of her who died forlorn and alone. 

Embedded in mortar, «nd brtcks, and slone ?— 
Full and clear On my listening ear 

It comes — again — near, and more near — 

Why 'rooks 1 it's (he popping of Ginger Beer 1 
—I rush'd to the door— I tread the floor. 
By Abbots and Abbesses trodden before. 
In the good old ehivalric days of yore, [chsii 

And what see I there? — In a msh-liotluiii'i, 
A hag surrounded by crockery- ware, 
Vending, in cups, to the credulous throng. 
A nasty decoction miscall'd Souchong, — 
And a squeaking fiddle and wry-neck d Afo 
Are BcreecliiaE awav. for the lite I — lot the life ! 
Danced (o by ' All ^be World and his Wife.' 
Tog, Rag, and Bobtail, are ci^raing there. 
Worse scene, I ween, than Bartlemy Fair ! — 
Two or three Chimney-sweeps, two or three Clowns, 
Playing at ' pitch and toss,' sport their * Broivu'.' 
Two IX three damsels, frank and free. 
Are ogling, and smiling, and sipping Bohea. 
Parties bdow, and parties above, 
Some making tea, and some making love. 

Then the ' toot— toot— tool ' 

Of (hat vile dcmi-eute,— 

The detestable din Of that crack'd violin, 
,\od the odours of ' Stou(,' and tobacco, and gin. 

■ —Dear me 1 ' I exclaim'd, ' what a place to be ii) '. 
And I said to the person who drove my ' shay ' 

(A very intelligent man, by the way), 

■ This, all things cousider'd, is rather too gay 1 
It don't suit my humour, — so take me away ! 
Dancingl and drinking!— cigai and song! 

If not profanation, it's " coming it strong," 
And I really consider it all very wrong, — 
—Pray, to whom does this property now belong ? ' 
" ~ paused, and said, Scratching hi* head . 



I'D pjr. Ilaii 



l-II,ia 



'WeU- 



wcll I ' iinoth I, As I heaved a sigh. 



And a tear-drop fell from my (winkling eye, 
' My vastly good man, as I scarcely doBW 
That some day or other yoa'll find it out. 

Should he come in your way, , 

Or ride in your "shay " 

(As perhaps he may). Be lo good as to si 
That a Visitor, whom you drove over one day, 
W&s exceedingly angry, and very much scandal 
Finding these beantSui ruins so Vandaliied, 
And thus of their owner to speak began. 
As he ordered you home in haste. 



Now, - 

But— lean'' lay mueh /ur hu tatlt. 



il I'tUr'i sunt, It 



CiUinlrJl ' pTHlncI ' at Ctnv 
»lf-def™t*. I hid W rmjnnl 



like a frrlns-pin li 
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nuaage which croiSM th« Briek Walk, »ud ftiUolo* tb« boose 
Delonglng to th« sixth prebendal tUll.— There are iboM whom 1 
know who woold, eveo yet, hesitate at threading the dark entry 
oD A Ftiday^— ' not,* of courUt ' that they believe one word about' 

NELL COOK. 
A LEQEHD OF THE • DARK ENTRY.' 



THE KING'S SCHOLAR'S STORY. 

• From the ** Bridk Walk** braochet off to the right a long nar- 
row vaulted paaaage, paved with flagstones, vulgarly known by 
the name of the * Dark Entry." Its rastern extremity oommu> 
nioates with the clohiterB. crypt, and, by a private staircase, with 
the interior of the cathedraL On the west It oprna Into the 
*' Green Court.'' forming a communication between it and the por- 
tion of the ** Precinct " called the ** Oaks.'* '--A Wafk round Can- 
Urbuty, to. 

Scene— A back parlour In Mr John Ingoldsby's house In the rre- 
clnct.— A biasing fire. -Mine Uncle is seated In a high-backrd 
•ssy-chair, twirllog his thombi. and oontemplatlng his ll»t 
shoe.— Little Tom. the * Klnf^s Scholar.' on a stool opposite.— 
Mrs John Ingoldsby at the table, busily employed in manufac- 
turing a cablMge-rose (cauliflower?) in many-coloured worsteds. 
—Mine Uncles meditations are intcrrapted by the French 

* clock on the mantel piece. He prologiaeih with vivacity. 

^TTARKI listen, Mrs Ingoldsby,— the clock is 

11 striking nine I 
Give Master Tom another cake, and half a glass of wine, 
And ring the bell for Jenny Smith, and bid her bring 

his coat, [throat. 

And a warm bandana handkerchief to tie alxnit his 

* And bid them go the nearest way, for Mr Birch has said 
That nine o*clock*s the hoar hell have his boarders all 

in bed ; [delay, 

And well we know when little boys their coming home 
They often seem to walk and sit uneasily next &j I * 

* — ^Now nay, dear Uncle Ingoldsby, now send me not, 
I pray, [nearest wav ; 

Back by that Entry daik, for that you know*s the 
I dread that Entry dark with Jane alone at such an hour, 
It fears me quite— it's Friday night I — and then Nell 
Cook hath pow'r I ' 

* And who*s Nell Cook, thou silly child ? — and what's 

Nell Cook to thee ? [that dark entree ? ' 

That thou shouldst dread at night to tread with Jane 
— * Nay, list and hear, mine Uncle dear ! such fearsome 

things they tell [with Nell ! 

Of NeUy Cook, that few may brook at night to meet 

* It was in bluff King Harry*s days, — and Monks and 

Friars werp then. 
You know, dear Uncle Ingoldsby, a sort of Clergymen. 
They'd coarse stuff gowns, and shaven crowns, — ^no 

shirts, — and no cravats, [shovel hats ! 

And a cord was placed about their waist — ^they had no 

' It was in bluff King Harry's days, .while vet he went 
to shrift, [rope adrift ; 

And long before he stamp'd and swore, and cut the 

There lived a portly Canon then, a sago and learned 
clerk ; 

He had, I trow, a goodly house, fast by that Entry dark I 

* The Canon was a portly man— of Latin and of Greek, 
And learned lore, ht had good store, — ^yet health was 

on his cheek. [made of rye, 

The Priory fare was scant and spare, the bread was 
The beer was weak, yet he was sleek — he had a merry 

eye. 

* For though within the Priory the fare was scant and 

thin, [cheer within ; 

The Canon*8 house it stood without;— -he kept good 
Unto the best he prest each guest with free and jovial 

look, f" Nelly Cook." 

And Ellen Bean ruled his cu/nne.— He colled her 

* For soups, and stews, and choice raqouii, Nell Cook 

was famous still ! [wondVoos skill : 

She*d make them even of old shoes, she had such 
Her manchets fine were quite divine, her cakes were 

nicely brown'd, [" Precinct " round ; 

Her boird and soast, they were the boast of all the 

* And Nelly was a comely lass, but calm and staid her air, 
And earthward bent her modest look — yet was she 

passing fair ; [grave people shook : 

And though her gown was ruaset brown, toeir heads 
— They all agreed no Qerk had need of such a pretty 

Cook. 



* ** Now, welcome ! welcome I dearest Niece I '* — the 

Canon then did cry, 
And to his breastHhe Lady prest — he had a merry eye, — 
'* NoWf welcome 1 welcome 1 dearest Niece I in sooth, 

thon'rt welcome here, [Brother dear V — 

*Tis many a day since we have met — ^how fares my 

* ** Now thanks, my loving Uncle," that Lady gay 
replied : [she sigh'd ; 

*• Gramercy for thy benison !"— then •* Out, a£u ! " 

*^ My father dear he is not near ; he seeks the Spanish 

Main; [againl"— 

He prays thee give me shelter here till he return 

* " Now, welcome I welcome ! dearest Niece ; come lay 
thy mantle by ! " 

The Canon kiss d her ruby lip — he had a meny eye, — 
But Nelly Cook askew did look, — it came into her mind 
They were a little less than *' kin,** and rather more 
"kind." 



* All al £h6 silent hour of night k bell is heard to toll, 
A knell is rung, m requiem *s sung as for a sinful soul, 
And there's a grave within the Nave ; it's dark, baiI 

deep, and wide, [aide : 

And they bury there a Lady fair, and a Canon by her 
» 
An Uncle — so 'tis whisper'd now throughout tUe sacred 

Fane, — [Mam. — 

And a Niece — whose father's far awi^ upon the Spani^ 
The Sacristan, he says no word that indiieates a df nibt. 
But he puts his thmnb unto his nose, and spreads h < 

fingers ont ! 

*And where doth tanr Nelly Cook, that staid ani 
comely bus? [known to pas. 

Ay, where? — for ne'er from forth that door was Nellr 

tier coif and gown of russet brown were lost onto the 
view, JTook'd aakem ! 

And if you mention'd Nelly's name— 4he Monks all 



* Three weeks are gone and over — ^f nil three weeks and 
a day, [Lady gay : 

Yet still within the Canon*s house doth dwell that 

On capons fine they daily dine, rich cates and sauces 

rare, [ig tbeir fare. 

And they quaff good store of Bordeaux wine, — so dainty 

* And flue upon the virginals is that gay Lady's touch. 
And sweet her voice imto the Inte, yoall scarce hear 

any such ; 
But is it ** O Sandisnma I " she sings in dulcet tone ? 
Or »Ang^ ever hrighi and fair r— Ah, no!— it's 

" Bobbing Joan ! " 



*One day, 'twas on a Whitsun-Eve — ^there came a 
coach and four ; — [the Canon's door ; 

It pass'd the " Green-Court " gate, and stopp'd before 

The travel-stain on wheel and rein bcspose a weary 
way, — [gay. 

Each panting steed rclax'd its speed — ont stept a Lady 



* The Canon's house is lofty and spacious to the view ; 
The Canon's cell is order'd well— yet Nelly looks askew ; 
The Lady's bower is in the tower,— yet Nelly shakes 

her head — Voedi I 

She hides the poker and the tongs in that gay Lady's 

< Six weeks were gone and over — ^full six weeks and a 
day, [Uy 1 

Yet in that bed the poker and the tongs unheeded 

From which, I fear, it s pretty clear that lidy rest had 
none; 

Or, if she slept in any bed — it was not in her own. 

' But where that Lady paas'd her night, I may not well 

divine. 
Perhaps in pious oraisons at good St. Thomas* Shrine, 
And for her father far away breathed tender vows and 

true — 
It may be so — I cannot say — ^but Nelly look'd askew. 

* And still at night, by fair moonlight, when all were 

lock'd in sleep, [hole peep — 

She'd listen at the Canon's door,— she'd through the key- 
I know not what she heard or raw, but fury fiU'd her 

eye — [in a pie ! 

— She bought some nasty Doctor's stuff, and she put it 

* It was a glorious simmier's eve— with beams of rosy 

red, ' [shook her head ! 

The sun went down — all Nature smiled — but Nelly 
Full softly to the bahny breeze rang out the Vesper bell — 
— ^Upon the Canon's startled ear it sounded like a knell ! 

i" Now, here's to thee, mine Uncle ! a health I drink to 
thee I [voisic ! "— 

Now, pledge me back in Sherris sack, or a cup of Mal- 

The Canon sigh'd — but, rousing, cried, "I answer to 
thy call, 

And a Waxden-pie's a dainty dish to mortify withal I " 

* 'Tis early dawn — the matin chime rings out for morning 

pray'r— [there ! 

And Prior and Friar is in his stall — ^the Canon is not 
Nor in the Small Refect'iy hall, nor cloistered walk is 

he— [me 1 " 

All wonder — and the Sacristan says, '' Lauk-a-daisy- 

* They've search'd the aisles and Baptistry—they've 

sesjch'd above — around — [is not found. 

The ** Sermon House "—the " Audit Boom —the Canon 
They only find that pretty Cook concocting a ragout, 
Theyaskherwhere her master is — but NeUylodu askew. 

•They call for crow-bars— " jemmies " is the modem 
name they bear— [sight is there !— 

They burst through lock and bolt, and bar — ^but what a 

The Canon's head lies on the bed — his Niece lies on the 
floor! 

— They are as dead as any nail that is in any door ! 

' The livid spot is on his breast, the spot is on his back ! 
His portly form, no longer worm witn life, is swolu and 

black I— 
The livid spot is on her cheek, — it's on her neck of snow, 
And the Prior sighs, and sadly cries, " Well, here's a 

pretty Go ! " 



* There is a heavy paving-stone fast by the CanonV 
door, [more. 

Of granite grey, and it may weigh some half a ton or 

And it is uiid deep in the shade within that Entrv 
dark, [starrr spari. 

Where sun or moon-beam never play'd, or e*eii oue 

' That hea>'y granite stone was moved that night. 'tva.< 
darkly said, [and newly laid. 

And the mortar round its sides next mom seem*d fresh 

But what within the narrow vault beneath that ston^ 
doth lie, 

Or if that there be vault or no— I cannot tell — not I ! 

< But I've been told that moan and gpoon, and f eatfnl 
wail and shriek [week — 

Came from beneath that paving-stone for nearly half s 

For three long days and three long nights came forth 
those 80an£ of fear; [ear 

Then all was o'er — ^they never more fell on the listening 



* A himdred years have gone and past since laFt N**!! 

Cook was seen, [and told the Dean. — 

When worn by use, that stone got loose, and they vi cot 
— Says the I/ean, aavs he, " My Masons three ; nov 

haste and fix it tight ; " [saw a fearsome aicht. 

And the Masons t&ee peep'd down to see, and tD<^ 

* Beneath that heavy paving-stone a shocking hole \}kj 

found — [twelve feet roimd , 

It was not more than twelve feet deep, and barely 
— A fleshless, sapless skeleton la^ in that horrid well \ 
But who the deuce twas put it there those Ma.'aan^ 

cotild not tell. 

* And near this fleshless skeleton a pitcher small di'I 

lie, [Warden-pie I 

And a mouldy piece of ** kissing-cmst," as from x 
And Doctor Jones declared the bones were fenuJp 

bones, and '< Zooks ! [Nelly Cook's \ " 

I should not be surprised," said he, **il these vtre 

*■ It was in good Dean Bargrave's days, if I remenilier 
right, ^rouffht to light ; 

Those fleshless bones beneath the stones tnese Mjlku* 

And you may well in the "Dean's Chapdle" Dean 
Bargrave's portrait view, [sixteen forty- two ! * 

"Who died one night,** says Old Tom Wright, •*in 

* And so two hundred yean have pass'd since that thev^^ 

Masons three, [free ; 

With curious looks, did set Nell Cook's imauiet spirit 
That granite stone had kept her down till then — so 

some suppose, — [unto their Dos4r. 

— Some spread their fingers out, and put their thum>> 

*But one thing's clear — ^that all the year, on ^\^tr 
Friday night, [unquiet Sprite': 

Throughout that Entir dark doth roam Nell Ccok\ 

On Friday was that Warden-pie all by that Canon 
tried; 

On Friday died he, and that tidy Lady by his side ! 

*And though two hundred years have flown, Kelt 
Cook doth still pursue [p^y >^<^ • 

Her weary walk, and they who cross her path the deetl 

Her fatal'breath is fell as death 1 the Simoom*8 blast i^ 
not [hot^ 

More dire — (a wind in Africa that blows uncomiuntk 

* But all unlike the Simoom's blast, her breath is deadly 

cold, [an«l old. 

Delivering quivering, shivering shocks upon both yotmg 
And whoso in that Entry dark dotU feci that' fatjj 

breath. 
He ever dies within the year some dire untimely death I 
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No matter who— no maltet vliat condition, age, or 

sex, [some *< get " broken necks ; 

But some " get shot," and some ** get drownM," and 

Some ** get ran over " by a coach ; — and one beyond 

the seas [Garibbees I 

*' Got " scraped to death with oyster-shells among the 

< Those Masons three, who set her free, fell first ! — it is 
averr*d [the third : 

That two were hanged on lybnm tree for murdering of 

Charles Storey,* too, his friend who slew, had ne'er, if 
truth they teU, [with Nell 1 

Been gibbeted on Chatham Downs, had they not met 

" Then send me not, mine Uncle dear, oh I send me not, 
I pray, [some other way 1 

Back through that Entry dark, to-night, but round 

I will not be a tmant boy, but good, and mind my 
book, [Cook I ' 

For HeaTen forfend that ever I foregather with Nell 

The class was caird at morning tide, and Bfaster Tom 
was there : [and chair. 

He look'd askew, and did eschew both stool, and bench, 

He did not talk, he did not walk, the tear was in his 
eye,— [cry. 

lie had not e*en that sad resource, to sit him down and 

Hence little boys may learn, when they from school go 
out to dine, [nine ; 

Tliey should not deal in rigmarole, but still be back by 

For if when theyVe their great-coat on, they pause, 
before they part, [may smart. 

To fell a long and prosy tale, — ^perchance then- own 

Moral. 

— A few remaiks to learned Clerks in country and in 
town — [brown I — 

Don't keep m pretty serving maid, though clad in russet 

Ikmi let your Niece sing < Bbbbing Joan I '— don*t, with 
a merry eye, [much pie I I 

Hob-nob in Sack .- ad Malvoisie, — and don't eat too 

And oh! beware that Entiy dark, — Bspecially at 
night, — [moonlight I 

And don't go there with Jenny Smith all oy the pale 

So bless the Qneen and her xtoyal Weans, — And the 
Prince whose hand she took, — [from Nell Cook I 

And bless us all, both great and small^ — and keep us 



It to to my excellent and erudite friend, Simpklnson, that I am 
Intlebted for his srapblc description of the well-known chalk-pit, 
))ctween Acol and Minster In the Isle of Thanet, known by the 
name of tbe^Smnggler'a Leap.* The tabstanoe of the true history 
Attached to it he picked ap while visiting that admirable InsUtn- 
tien, the' Soa-batnlng Inflnnarr.'of whi<^ he is a* Life Governor/ 
and enjoying his otium cum dignitaU last summer at the least 
iiri«itocrAtic of all poesible watering-places. 

Before I proceed to detail it, however, I cannot, In conscience, 
fall to bc9peak few him the reader's pympatby in one of his onu 

MISADVENTURES AT MARGATE. 

A LEGEXD OF JARVIffS JETTY. 
MK sixrxixaoN {utquitwr), 

'rn WAS in Margate hut Julj, I walk'd upon the 

_1_ pier, (Vonhere? 

I saw a little vulgar Boj — I said, * rfhsX make 

'llie gloom upon jour youthful cheek speaks anything 
butjojr;' [Boy?' 

Again I said, * What make you here, yon little vulgar 

He frown*d, that little vulgar Boy, — he deem*d I meant 

to scoff — 
And when the little heart is big, a little * sets it off ;* 
Ho put his finger in his mouth, his little bosom rose, — 
He nad no little handkerchief to wipe his little nose ! — 

'Hark! don*t you hear, my little man, — ^it's striking 
Nine,' I said, [in bed, 

< An hour when all good little boys and girls should be 

Hun home and get your supper, else vour Ma will 
scold— OhI fiel ' [ciyl' 

It is very wrong indeed for little boys to stand and 

The tear-drop in his little eye again began to spnng, 
His bosom throbVd with agony, — ^he cri^ like anything. 
1 stoop'd and thus amidst his sobs I heard him murmur 

—* Ahl 
1 haven't got no supper I and I havenH got no Ma ! ! — 

* In or about the year 1780^ a worthy of this name cut the 
throat of a Journeyman paper-maker, was executed on Oateu liUI, 
.tnd ttiterwarda hung in chalna near the scene of his crime. It 
\\ M to this place, as being the extreme boundary of the City's 
^rariftiiction.tbat the worthy ICayor, with 10 mnch naitUk wished 
to escort Archbishop M *** 011 one of his progresfret, when be 
U-irged to have the honour of ' attending bis Griicc om fcr at the 
gaUovi'S* 



' My father, he is on the seas, — my mother's dead and 
gone ! [alone ; 

And I am here, on this here pier, to roam the world 

I have not had, this live-long day, one drop to cheer 
ray heart, ' [tart. 

Nor ** 6roifn** to buy a bit of bread with, — ^let alone a 

*If there*s a soul will give me food, or find me in 

employ, . [Bov ;) 

By day or night, then blow me tight I* (he was a vulgar 

* And now I'm here, from this here pier it is my fiz*d 

intent 
To jmnp, as Mister Levi did &om off the Monu-ment !' 

* Cheer up! cheer up! my little man— cheer ^l* I 

kindly said, [head : 

* Tou are a naughty boy to take such things into your 
If you should jump from off the pier, youM surely break 

your legs, [eggs are eggs ! 

Perhaps your neck — ^then Bogey'd have you, sure as 

• 

< Come home with me, my little man, come home with 

me and sup, 
My landlady is Mrs Jones — ^we most not keep her up — 
There*s roast potatoes at the fire, — enough for me and 

you — 
Ccnne home, you little vulgar Boy-^I lodge at Number 2,* 

I took him home to Number 3, the house beside * The 

Foy,' [Boy.— 

I bade him wipe his dirty shoes, — ^that little vulgar 

And then I said to Mistress Jones, the kindest of her 

sex, 

* Pray be so good as go and fetch a pint of double X ! * 

But Mrs Jones was rather cross, she made a little noise, 
She said she ' did not like to wait on little vulgar Bovs.* 
She with her Upron wiped the plates, and as uie rubVd 

the delf 
Said I might ' go to Jericho, and fetch the beer myself !' 

I did not go to Jericho— I went to Mr Cobb— 

I changed a shilling — (which in town the people call 

•aBob')— 
It was not so much for myself as for that vulgar child — 
And I said, * A pint of double X, and please to draw it 

mild!'— 

When I came back I gazed about — I gazed on stool and 
chair — [there ! 

I cotild not see my little friend — ^because he was not 

I peep'd beneath the table-cloth — beneath the sofa 
too— [you?' 

I said, * You little vulgar Boy I why what's become of 

I could not see my table-spoons— I look'd, but could 

not see 
The little fiddle-pattem'd ones I use when Vm at tea ; 
— I could not see my sugar-tongs — ^my silver watch — 

oh dear ! [beer. 

I know 'twas on tiie mantelpiece when I went out for 

I could not see my Macintosh — it was not to be seen ! — 
Nor yet my best white beaver hat, broad-brimm'd and 

lined with green ; and soy, — 

My carpet-bag — ^my cruet stand, that holds my sauce 
My roast potatoes ! — all are gone ! — and so's that vulgar 

Boyl 

I rang the bell for Mrs Jones, for she was down below, 

* Oh, Mrs Jones I what do you think ? — ain't this a 

pretty go ?— [to-night, 

— ^That horrid little vulgar Boy whom I brought here 
— He's stolen my things and run away 1 1 ' — Says she, 

* And sarve you right I ! ' 



Next morning I was up betimes — ^I sent the Crier round, 
All with his bell and gold-laced bat, to say I'd give a 

pound [so ; 

To find that little vulgar Boy, who'd gone and used me 
But when the Crier cried, * Yes I ' the people cried, 

♦ONol' 

I went to * Jarvis' Landing-place,* the glorr of the town, 
There was a common nulor-man a-wafiung up and 

down, 
I told my tale — ^he seem'd to think Fd not been treated 

well, [cannot tell. 

And call'd me ' Poor old Buffer !' — ^what that means I 

That saflor-man he said he'd seen that morning on the 
shore, [before, 

A son of something — twas a name Fd never heard 

A little * gallows-looking chap '—dear me, what could 
he mean ? [tum'd up with green. 

With a ' carpet swab ' and ' muckingtogs,* and a hat 

He spoke about his ' precious eyes,' and said he'd seen 

him * sheer, [queer — 

— It 8 very odd that sailor-men should talk so very 



And then he hitch*d his trousers up, as is, Pm told, their 

use, [things so loose. 

— It*s very odd that sailor-men should wear those 

I did not understand him well, but think he meant to 
say [*way 

He'd seen that little vulgar boy, that morning, swim 
In Captain Large's Royal George, about an hour before. 
And tncy were now, as he supposed * someicAeres ' about 
the Nore. 

A landsman said, ' I tirxg the chap — ^he's been upon the 
MiU— [Bill ! ' 

And 'cause he gammons so iheJIaU, ve calls him Veeping 

He said, *■ he'd done me weiy brown,' and nicely * HoK^d 
the Btragt [l>Ag. 

— ^That's French, I fancy, for a hat— or else a carpet- 

I went and told the constable my property to track : 
He ask*d t^eii'l did not wish that I mi^ht get it back ?' 
I answer'd * To be sure I do I — ^it's what I'm come about.' 
He smiled and said, * Sir, does your mother know that 
you are out ? ' 

Not knowing what to do, I thought Fd hasten back to 
town, [* done me brown.' 

And beg our own Lord Mayor to catch the Boy who*d 
His Lordship very kindly said he'd try and find him out. 
But he rather thought that there were several vulgar 
boys about. 

He sent for Mr. Withair then, and I described * the swag,' 
My Macintosh, my sugar-tongs, my spoons, and carpet'- 
bag ; [employ ! 

He promised that the New Police sHould all their powers 
But never to this hoiur have I beheld that vulgar Boy. 

MOBAL. 

Remember, then; what when a boy Fve heard my' 
Qrandma* tell, [do full well ! ' 

' Be wabn*d m time bt othebs' harm, and too shall 

Don't link yourself with vulgar folks, who've got no 
fix'd abode, [may be b}ow*d ! ' 

TeU lies, use naughty words, and say * they wkh they 

Don't take too much ot doable XI — and don't at night 
go out [your stout I 

To fetch your beer yourself, but make the pot-boy bring 

And when yon go to Margate next, just stop, and ring 
the beU, 

Give my respects to Mn Jones, and say Fm pretty well ! 



And now for his Legend, which. If the Cacta took pUce rather 
beyond * the memory of the oldest iQbAblt«Dt,'are yet well known 
to have occurred in the neighbuurhood * once on a time : * and the 
acene of tbem will be readily pointed out by any one of the fifty 
intelligent fly-driven who nly npon the pier, and who will con- 
vey you eafely to the spot for a guerdon which they term * three 
bob.*^ 



THE SMUGGLER'S LEAP. 

A LEGEND OF THANET. 

* Near this hamlet (Acol) la a long diaoaed chalk-pit of foimid* 
able depth, known by the name of ** The Smnggler'a Leap." i'he 
tradition of the parish runs that a riding 'Officer from Sandwich, 
called Anthony UllI, lost bis life here in the early part of the 
preaent (last) century, while in parauli of a smuggler. A fog 
coming on, both parties went over the predplce. The nnnggler's 
horse onhjf. It is said, was found crushed beneath its riv'er. The 
spot has, of course, been haunted ever since.'— ^«c 'Supplement 
to LewU'i History <if Thanet, by the Rev. Samuet Pegg, A.M., 
Viear ^ Cfcmenhttwa.* W, Brittow, Canterbwy, 1796^ p. 127. 

THE fire-flash shines from Beculver cliff. 
And the answering light bums bine in the skiff, 
And there they stand. That smuggling band. 
Some in the water and some on the sand. 
Beady those contraband goods to land : 
llie night is dark, they are silent and still, 
— At the head of the party is Smuggler Bill. 

* Now lower away I come, lower away 1 
We must be far ere the dawn of the day. 

If Exciseman Gill should get scent of the prey. 
And should come, and should catch us here, what would 
Come, lower away, lads— once on the hill, [he say ? 
Well Uugh, ho ! ho I at Exciseman Gill I ' 

The cargo's lower'd from the dark skiff's side, 
And the tow-line drags the tubs through the tide. 
No flick nor flam, But your real Schiedam, 

* Now mount, my merry men, mount and ride ! ' 
Three on the crupper and one before. 

And the led-horse laden with five tubs more ; 

But the rich point-lace. In the oil-skin case 
Of proof to guard its contents from ill, 
The * prime of the swag ' is with Smuggler Bill ! 

Merrily now in a goodly row. 

Away and awav those smugglers go, 

And they laugn at Exciseman Gill, ho ! ho ! 
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When ant from the luni Of the toad lo Hcnic, 
ComM Gill, wide make to Uie whole cpnccm ! 
Exciseman Gill, in all bisjiride, 
With his Custom-house officers all ut his aide ! 
— Thej were coll'd Cuntom-honse offleera Ihm : 
There were no sacb things as ' Prercntive meo.' 

Baaet qai pml '. That lawless crew, 
Aw>7, »ad awaj, and away they Sew 1 
Some dropping one tub, some dropping two ; — 
Some gal^ this way, and some gulop that. 
Through Fordwich Level— o'er Sandwich Flat, 
Some nj that waj, and some fly this. 
Like a covey ol biids when the spurtsmen niiss ; 

These m their hnrry Make for Sturrj, 
With Ctutom-hoQso officers close in their rear, 
Down Rushbonmc Lane and so by Wcstberp. 

None of tliero stopping, But shooting and popping, 
And many a Cnjloin-iionse bullet ciws slap- 
Through many a three-gallon tub like a tap, 

And the gin ipnrts out And aqnirts all ab<>ut. 
And many a heart grew sad that day, 
That so much good liquor wae thrown awar. 

Santa guf peuf t That lawtees eiev. 
Away, and away, and away they flew 1 
Some seek Wbifstable— aome Qrove Fciry, 
SpniTing aod whipping like madmen — reiy^ — 
Fot the life 1 for the life 1 they ride I they ride ; 
And tha Cutton-house officers all divide. 



He sticki to the skirta of Smuggler Bill I 
Smaggter Bill is six feet high, 
He has curly locks and a roving eye, 
Ee hai a bnigne and he baa a smile 
Trained the female heart to beguile. 
And there is not a farmer*! wile in the Ue, 
From St. Nicholas quite To the Foreland Light, 
But that eye, and that tongue, and that raiile will 
wheedle her [dealer; 

To have done with the Grocer and make Um her Tea- 
Thete i» not a (aimer there bat he atill 
Bnyi gin and tobacco from Smuggler Bill. 

Smuggler Bill rides gallant end gay 
On hia dapple-grey mare, away, and away. 
And he pata her neck, and he muBs to say, 
' Follow who will, ride after who may, 

In sooth he had need Fuddei his ateed, 
In lieu of Lent-cam, with a Qoieksitier feed ; 
— Nor oats, nor heons, nor the best of old hay, 
Will make him a match for my own dapiile-grey I 
Ho I ho I — ho 1 ho I ' says Smuggler Bill- 
He draws out a flask, and he slpa his flll. 
And he Ungha • Ho I ho I ' at Exciscmaa Oill. 
Down Chislett Lane, so free and so fleet 
BidM Smuggler Bill, and away to Dp -street ; 

Sane Bridge is won— Bill thinks it fun ; 
'Hoi ho I the old tnb-ganging son of a gun^ 
Hie wind will be thick, and his brerks be tbin, 
Ere a race like this he may hope to wm 1 ' 



And Exciseman Oill lags far behind. 

' I v<tuii gir* niy Kid,' qaotk Exciseman Gill, 

> For a nag that would catch that amoggler Bill !— 

No matter for hlood, no matter for bone. 

No matter for colour, bay, brown, or roan. 

So I had bat one [ ' A voice cried ■ Done ! ' 

■ Ay, dun,' said Exciseman Gill, and he iqiied 
A Custom-hoiuse officer close by hia side. 

On a high-trottiDg baise wiUi a dun-colonr'd hide,-- 
' DevS take me,' again quoth Exciseman Gill. 

■ U I had bnt thatliorae, Td have Smuggler Bill I ' 
From his osing such shocking expressions, it's plain 
That E^tciseman Oill was rather profane. 

He was, it is true, Aa bad as a Jew. 
A sad old scoundrel u ever you knew, 
And he rode in his stirrups just sixteen stone two. 
— He'd jost ntter'd the words which I've mcotion'd to 

jom 
Wuen his bone coming tlap on his knees with him, 
Him head over heels, and away he flew, [threw 

And Exciseman Gill was bruised black and bine. 

When be arose His hands and his clothes 
Were as filthy as could be,— he'd pitched on his noee, 
And rolled over and over again in the mud. 
And his nose and his chin were all cover'd with blood ; 
Tet he screamed with pasiion, ■ I'd rather grill 
Than not come np with that SmnggleT Bill 1 ' T get 
' Mount I mount t ' qnoth the Cnstom-honse onicer. 
On the bock of my Dun, you1l bothec him yet. 



THE INBOLDSBY LEOENDS. 

foai words are plain, though they're somewhat rough I 
"Done and Done "between gentlemen's always enough 1 
III lend you a lift — there — you're op on him- — so, 
He's a rum one to look at— a devil logo !' 

Exciseman Gill Dash'd up the bill, 
And mark'd not, so eager was he in porsuit. 
The queer Custom-bouse olficer'* queer -loukiag bout. 
Smuggler Bill rides on amain, 
lie ^acks not girth and he draws not rein. 
Yet the dapple-grey maie bounds on in vain. 
For nearer now — and he hears it plain — 
Sounds the tramp of a horse — ' 'Tis the Gaugcr again.' 

Smuggler BJl Dashes round bv the null 
That stands near the road upon Moukton Hill.— 

' Now speed, — -now speed, My dapph>-grty steed. 
Thou ever, my dapple, weil good at need .' 
O'er Monkton iSaia, and through Minster Levi!, 
Well baffle him yet, be he ganger or devil : 

For Manstan Cave, away ! away ! 
Now speed thee, now speed thee, my good dapplc-grev. 
It shaU never be said that Smuggler Bill 
Was ran down like a hare by Exciseman Gill '. ' 
Mansion Cave was Bill's abode, 
A mile lo the north of the Bamsgate Boad. 

(Of late they say It's been taken awav, 
That is, levell'd and fill'd np with chalk and elay, 
By a gentleman there of the name of Day), 
liiither he urges his good dapple-grey ; 

And the dapple-grey iteed. Still good at need. 
Though her chest it pants, and her Sanks they bleed. 
Dashes along at the t™ of her speed ; 
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w yield thee, thou Smuggler Bill : ' 




a Dun horse come swift as the wind, 
And his nostrils snioke and his eyes they blaie 
Like a couple of lamps on a yellow post-chaise '. 

Every sboc he has got Appears red-hot I 
And sparks ronnd his ears enap, crackle, and play, 
And his tail cocks up in a very odd way ; 
Every hair in his mane seems a porcupme's quill. 
And there on his bock sits Exciseman Gilt, [Bill 1 ' 
Ciying 'Yield thee! now yield thee, thou Smugglei 
Sninggler Bill from his holster drew 
A large horse-pistol, (J which he had Iwo, 

Made by Nock ; He puU'd back the cock 
As for OS he could to the bock of the lock ; 
The trigger he touch'd, and the welkin rang 
To the sound of the weapon, it ruode such a bang ; 
Smuggler Bill he ne'er missed his aim, 
The shot tohl true on the Dun, bnt there came 
From the hole where it enter'd — not blood, — bnt flame ; 
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Bat his second h 




And Exciseman Oill, with a hearty wiU, 
Made a grab at the collar of Smu^ler Bill 

The dapple-grey mare made a desperate bound 
When that queer Dun horse on her flank she found. 
Alack I and alas ! on what dangerous ground 1 
It's enough to make one's flesh to creep 
To stand on that fearful verge, and peep 
Down the ru^ed sides so dreadfullv steep. 
Where the chalk-bole yawns foil liity fwl dpep. 
O'er which that steed took that desperate leap '. 
It was so dark then under the trees, 
No horse in the world could tell cliatk tmm chcev — 
Down they went— o'er that terrible (all,— 
Horses, Exciseman, Smufn^er, and all 1 1 



(I wouldn't have seen such a sight for a pound). 
All cmash'd and dash'd. three mangled cor»«. 
Two of them human^the third was a home's— 
That good dapple-grey, and Exciseman Gill 
Yet grasping the collar of Smuggler Bill 1 

But where was the Dun 7 that terrible Don ? 
From that terrible night he waa seen by none '. — 
There are some people think, though I am nut one. 
That part of the story all nonsense and fun, 

But the country-folks there. One and all dwUn 
WbenUie ' Crowner's "Quest ' came to sit on the piii.'. 
They beard a loud Horse-laugh up in tlie air : — 

—If in one of the triM 01 Hie steam-boat Echf-- 
You should go down lo Hugiate to look at the sbip. 
Or to take what the bathing-room people coll • Di)>s.* 

Yon may bear old folks talk Of that quarry < ' 
Or go over — it's rather too far for a walk, [chall^ 

But a three -shilling drive will give you a peep 
At that fearful ch^-pit — so awfnlly deep, 
Which iacall'dtothis moment 'The Smuggler's Lea] ■' 
Nay more, 1 am told, on a moonshiny night, 
If you're ' plucky,' and not over-subject to fright. 
And go and look over that chalk-pit white, 

You may sec. if you will. The Gboet U Old C.i: 
Grappling the Ghost of Smuggler Bill, 
And the Qhost of the dapple -grt? lying between 'cm — 
I'm told ao— I can't say I know one who's seen 'ein '. 



MOBAJ., 



Just lake a friend's counsel, and lay it to bean. 
Jmyrimh, dont Bronggle 1 — if bent to please Beuuty. 
Von nusl buy French Uc«, — purchase what has )>.. 
du^l I 

Don't use naughty words, in the next place, — and ur 
Your language adopt a had habit of awearing '. 

Never say, ' Devil take me I ' 

Or ' shake me t ' or 'hake me 1' 
Or sneh-like eipreeeions — Bemember Old Nick 
To take folks at their word is remarkably quick. 



SLOVDIE JACKE OF SHAtlWSBERRIE. 
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Another sound maxim Td vri^ yon to keep, 

Is, * Mind what you're after, and— Look ere you Leap V 

Above all, to my last gravest caution attend — 

N'eVER borrow a BORflE YOC DON'T KKOW OT A 

FRIEKD ! I 

♦ 

For the story which anccecdd I am indebted to Mrs Botherby. 
ihti ifl a Sbropdiire Isdy by birth, and I orerheard her. » few 
vcelcs Bince, in the naiMry chanting the following, one of the 
^ K'^nds peculiar to her native county, for the amnsement and in- 
n ; mat ion of Scafocth'« litUe boy, who waa indeed * all ears.' A a 
iiilph de Diceto. who alludes to the main facta, was Dean of St. 
'aui s in 1 1 8;. about the time that the Temple Church was con- 
ccratcd. the history is eyid^itly as ancient as It is authentic, 
hotigh the aiitbor of the pieecnt paraphrase has introduced many 
inuuiborized, as well as 'anachronismatical interpolatiuns/— For 
be Interesting note on the ancient family of Ketch, 1 need 
corcely say, 1 am obliged to the SimpkiUMn. 



BLOUDIE JACKE OF 8HREWSBERRIE. 

THE SHROPSHIRE BLUEBEARD 

A LEGEND OF THE 'PROUD SALOPIANS/ 

Hisce fere temporibus. In agro Salopieosl, Quidam« cni nomen 
ohinnes, Ir ^nfiamit deinde nnncupatm. uxorcs quampluri- 
lUH duclt, enecat et (iu referunO m^nducati ossa Silhm can! 
ixU'M ntagnitudints relinquens. Turn demum in flagrante delicto, 
el ' roaau rubra,' ut dicunt Jurisconsulti, deprenb-us, camifice tIx 
pprimiiur.— IlADULPHCd db Dicfto. 

OH I why doth thine eve gleam so bright, 
mtmtit 3affef ? 
)h ! why doth thine eye gleam so bright ? — 

The Mother's at home, The Maid may not roam, 
she never will meet thee to-night ! 

By the light 
3f the moon — it's impossible — quit« ! 

f ct thine eve is still brilliant and bright, 

Blottliie Jfadir ! 
[t gleams with a fiendish delight — 
* 'Tis done — She is won I 
Nothing under the sun 
2iui loose the charm'd ring, though it*s slight I 

Ho ! ho ! 
[t fits so remarkably tight I ' — ' 

The wire is as thin as a thrt^ad, ' 

Blottlitr Jladit ! 
The wire is as thin as a thread ! — 

' Though slight be the chain. Again might and 
Cannot rend it in twain, — She is wed ! [main 

She is wed I 
She is mine, be she living or dead I 

Haw! hawir 

Kay, laugh not, I pray thee, so loud, 

33IouDtt JIadkt ! 
Oh ! laugh not so loud and so clear ! 

Though sweet is thy smile The heart to beguile, 
Yet thy laugh is quite shocking to hear, 

dear ! 
It makes the blood cur41e with fear ! , 

The Maiden is gone by the glen, 

Bloulite Jodu ! 

She is gone by the glen and the wood — 

It*s a very odd thing She should wear such a 
While her tresses are bound with a snood. [j^^S* 

By the rood ! 
It s a thing that's not well understood ! 

The Maiden is stately and tall, 

iSloubu JIadu ! 
And stately she walks in her pride ; 

But the young Maiy(<-Anne Runs as fast as she 
To overtake her, and walk by her side I [can, 

Though she chide — 
She deems not her sister a bride I 

Bat the Maiden is gone by the glen, 

)3Iou))ie Jarkr ! 
Mary- Anne she is gone by the lea ; 

She overtakes not her sister; It's clear she has 
And cannot think where she can be I [miss*d her, 

Dear me ! 
'Ho! ho!— Weriiallseel we shall seel* 

Mury-Anne is gone over the lea, 

l3lou))ir3arkfI 
Mary- Anne she is come to tbe Tower ! 

But it makes her heart quail, For it looks like 
A deal more than a fair Lady's bower, [a jail. 

So sour 
It's ugly grey walls seem to lour. 



For the barbican^! massy and high, 

Bloutiic 3f3dic ! 
And the oak-door is heavy and brown ; 

And with iron it s plated And machioollated, 
To pour boiling oil and lead down ; 

How you'd frown 
Should a ladle-full fall on your crown I 

The rock that it stands on is steep, 

ISIoullu Sadu ! 
To gain it one V forced for to creep ; 

The Portcullis is strong, And the Drawbridge is 
And the water runs all round the Keep ; [long. 

At a peep 
You can see that the Moat's very deep ! 

The Drawbridge is long, but it's down, 

iSloubie darkt ! 

And the Portcullis hangs in the air ; 

And no Warder is near, WHh his horn and his 
To give notiee when people come there. — [spear, 

I declare 
Mary-Anne has nm into the Square I 

The oak-door is heavy and brown, 

^loulitc iarfir ! 
But the oak-door is standing ajar, 

And no one is there To say, * Pray take a chair. 
Ton seem tired, Miss, with running so far — 

So yuo^re — 
With grown people youVe scarce on a par ! * 

But the young Mary-Anne is not Ured^ 

iSIoti^ 3ukt I 
She roam? o'er your Tower by herself ; 

She runs through, very soon, Each boudoir and 
And exaiuines each closet and shelf, [saloon, 

Your pelf, 
All your plate, and your china — and delf . 

She looks at your Arras so fine, 

Blouliir Jarkc ! 

So rich, all description it mocks ; 

And she now and then pauaee To gaze at your 
Your pictures, and ormolu clocks ; [vases, 

Every box. 
Every cupboaid, and drawer she unlocks. 

She looks at the Paintings so rare, 

Bloulric Jackt ! 
That adorn every wall in your house ; 

Your impayahh pieces. Your Paul Veroneses, 
Your Rembrandts, your Guides, and Dows, 

Morland's Cows, 
Claude's Landscapes, — and Landseer*s Bow-wows. 

She looks at your Statues so fine, 

93IouBic Jackt ! 
And mighty great notice she takes 

Of your Niobe crving, Your MiniiiUo dying, 
Your Hercules strangliug the snakes, — 

How he shakes 
The nasty great things as he wakes ! 

Your Laocoon, his serpents and boys, 

©louUie 3fackt ! 
She views w^ith some little dismay ; 

A copy of that I can See in the Vatican, 
Unless the Pope's sent it away. 

As they sav. 
In • The Globe,' he intended last May. 

There's your Belvidere Phoebus, with which, 

,, ,,, BlouUif Sarfw ! 

Mr Milman says none other vies. 

(His lines on Apollo Beat all the rest hollow. 
And gain'd him the Newdigate prize.) 

How the eves 
Seem watching the shaft as it flies ! 

There's a room full of satins and silks, 

ISloulru Jfadtr ! 
There's a room full of velvet and lace, 

There are drawers full of rings 

And a thousand fine things, 
And a splendid gold watch with a case 

O'er its face. 
Is in every room in the place. 

There are forty fine rooms on a floor, 

And every room fit for a Ball, 

It's so gorgeous and rich. With so lofty a pitch. 
And so long, and so broad, and so tall ; 

Yes, all 
Save the last one — ^and that's very small 1 



It IXMists not stool, table, or chair, 

BlotUrie Jadtf ! 
But one Cabinet, costly and grand, 

Which has little gold figures Of little gold Nig- 
With fishing-rods stuck in each hand. — [sc^y 

It's japann'd 
And it's placed on a splendid buhl stand. 

Its hinges and clasps are of gold, 

BIouDic Jfackc ! 
And of gold are its key-hole and key, 

, And the drawers within Have each a gold pin, 
And they're numbered with i, 3, and 3, 

Yon may see 
All the figures in gold filigree I 

Number I's full of emeralds green, 

iSIottlite Sacke ! 
Number a's full of diamonds and pearl ; 

Buf*what does she see In drawer Number 3, 
That makes all her senses to whirl, 

PoorGirll 
And each lock of her hair to uncurl ? — 

Wedding fingers are sweet pretty things, 

ISlovdM Sadtt I 
To salute them one eagerly strives, 
When- one kneels to * propose ' — 
It's another auelque chose 
When cut off at tne Knuckles with knives. 

From our wives, 
They are tied up in bunches of fives* 

Yet there they lie, one, two, three, four I 

BloutyitSarkr! 
There lie they, five, six, seven, eight I 

. And by them, in rows. Lie eight little Gvcat- 
To match in size, colour, and weight I- ["Toes, 

From their state, 
It would seem they'd been sever'd of late. 

Beside them are eight Wedding-rings, 

iSbuttteladte! 
And the gold is as thin as a thread — [the Nine V 

'Hoi ho! — She is mine — This will make up 
Dear me I who those shocking words said ? — 

^She fled 
To hide herself under the bed. 

But, alas ! there's no bed in the room, 

BbiOitrSackr! 

And she peeps from the window on high ; 

Only fancy her fright And the teiriUe sight 
Do^n below, which at once meets her eye 1 

*OhMyII' 
She half utter'd, — ^but stifled her cry. 

For she saw it was You and your Man, 

ISlouUte Sa(kt ! 
And she heard your unpleasant * Haw I haw 1 1 ' 

While her sister, stone dead. By the hair of her 
O'er the bridge yOu were trying to draw, [head. 

As she saw — 
A thing quite contra-xy to law I 

Your man has got hold of her heels, 

iSUnUnt Jfadu ! 
iSIoutite Jfacke, you've got hold of her hair ! — 
But nor Sackf nor his Man 
Can see young Mary- Anne, 
She has hid herself under the stair. 

And there 
Is a horrid great Dog, I dechire I 

His eye-balls are bloodshot and blear, 

BlouHtc Sadie ! 
He's a sad ugly cur for a pet : 

He seems of the breed Of that * Billy,' indeed. 
Who used to kill rats for a bet ; 

— I forget 
How many one morning he ate. 

He has skull, ribs, and vertebras there. 

33IottDic Jfacke ! 
And thigh-bones ; — and, though it's so dim. 
Yet it's plain to be seen 
He has pick'd them quite clean, — 
She expects to be torn limb from limb, 

So grim 
He looks at her — and she looks at him. 

She has given him a bun and a roll, 

Blottlrtr Jfackt ! 

She has given him a roll nnd a bun, 

And a Shrewsbury cake, Of Ratlin's * own make. 
Which she happen'd to take ere her run 

She begun — 
She'd been used to a luncheon at One. 

* Oh, Paflln ! Prince of cake-oomponndera ! Cbemmitb Uqueflea 
at thy very name— but Ibere ! 



TSE babes in the WOOD: OB, THE NOBFOLK TBAOEDY. 
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rtither 1 ' their Ma wli»p«r'd, faint 
low, for breath seeming to labour, ♦ Who'd 
that this horrid compUint, 
's been going aboat m the neighbourhood, 
lould attack me, — ^nay, more, 
>oor husband besides, — and so fall on him ! 
Lg a) so near to Death's door 
^vre can*t avoid making a call on him ! 

hink, 'tis your sister invokes 
aid, and the last word she says is, 

I to those dear little folks 

a our toes are tnm'd up to the daisies ! 
servants don*t let them be snubb'd, — 
Tane have her fruit and her custard, — 
ind Johnny's chilblains are rubb*d 
with Whitehead's best essence of mustard 

now theyll be pretty well off in 
oct to what*s eall'd ** worldlv gear," 
in, when his Pa*s in his coffin, 
3s in to three hundred a-year ; 
.nc's to have five hundred pound 
er marriage paid down, e^ry penny, 

II own a worse match might be found, 
day in the week than our Jenny 1 ' 

le Uncle pretended to cry, 

, like an old thorough-paced rogue, he 

i handkerchief up to his eye, 

devoted himself to Old Bogey 
id not make matters all right, 

said, should he covet their riches, 
isfa'd the old Gentleman might 
away with him, body and breeches/ 

tner, however, were they 
to bed with a spade by the sexton, 
he carried the darlings away 
of that parish into the ne^t one, 
; out he should take them to town, 
I select the best school in the nation, 
fohn might not grow up a down, 
receive a genteel education. 

k and Latin old twaddle I call ! ' 

s he, * While his mind's ductile and plastic, 

ace him at Dotheboys Hall, 

lere hell learn all that's new and gymnastic. 

; Jane, as, when girls have the dumps, 

tune -hunters, by scores, to entrap 'em rise, 

go to those worthy old frumps, 

3 two Misses Tickler of Clapnam Bise ! ' 

ig thought on the How and the When 

get rid of his nephew and niece, 

nt for two ill-looKing men, 

d he gave them five guineas a-piece. — 

he, ' Each of you take up a child 

the crupper, and when you have trotted 

miles tnrough that wood lone and wild, 

Ice your knife out and cut its carotid \ ' 

e * and ' done ' is pronounced on each side, 
lile the poor little dears are delighted 
link they a-cock hone shall ride, 
e not in the least degree frighted ; 
say their 'Tal Tal' as they start, 
d they prattle so nice on their journey, 
the rogued themselves wish to their heart 
ey could finish the job by attorney. 

one was so taken aback 

seeing such spirit and life in them, 

he fairly exclaimed, * I say, Jack, 

I hlow'd if I can put a knife in them ! * — 

b ! ' says his pal, * you great dunce ! 

u Vc pouch'd the good gentlemanV money, 

it witb your whinger at once, 

id scrag Jane, whue I spiflicate Johnny ! ' 

•fused, and harsh language ensued, 

hich ended at length in a duel, 

n he that was mildest in mood 

ive the truculent rascal his gruel ; 

Babes quake with hunger and fear, 

bile the ruffian his dei^ comrade, Jack, buries ; 

1 he cries, * Loves, amuse yourselves here 

ith the hips, and the haws, and the blackberries I 

be back in a couple of shakes ; 

) don't, dears, bo quivering and quaking, 

B;oing to get yon some cakes, 

Qd a nice butter'd roll that's a-baking ! ' 

ode off with a tear in his ere, 

''hich i«iu down his rough caeek, and wet it, 

le said to himself with a sigh, 

*retty souls I— don't they wish they may get it ! ! ' 



From that moment the Babes ne'er caught sight 

Of the wretch who thus sought their undoing, 
But pass*d all that day and that night 

In wandering about and * boo-hoo '-ing. 
The night proved cold, dreary, and dark. 

So that, worn out with sighings and sobbings, 
Next mom they were found stiff and stark. 

And stone-dead, by two little Cock-Bobins 

These two little birds it sore grieves 

To see what so cruel a dodge I cdl, — 
They cover the bodies with leaves, 

Aa interment quite ornithological ; 
It might more expensive have l^en, 

But I doubt, though I*ve not been to see *em, 
If among those in all Eensal Green 

Yon could find a more neat fiiausoleum. 

Now, whatever your rogues may suppose. 

Conscience always makes r^tless their pillows, 
And Justice, though blind, has a nose 

That sniAi out all concMl'd peccadilloes. 
The wicked old Uncle, they say, 

In spite of his riot and revel. 
Was hippish and qualmish all day. 

And dreamt all night long of the d — ^1. 

He grew gouty, dyspeptic, and sour. 

And his brow, once so smooth and so placid, 
Fresh wrinkles acquired evcnr hour. 

And whatever he swallpwxl turn'd acid. 
The neighbours thought all was not right, 

Scarcely one with him ventured to parley. 
And Captain Swing came in the night. 

And burnt all his beans and his hsaley. 

There was hardlv a day but some -fox 

Ban awav with his geese and his ganders; 
His wheat had the mildew, his flocks 

Took the rot, and his horses the glanders ; 
His daughters drank rum in their tra, 

His son, who had gone for a sailor, 
Went down in a steamer at sea, 

And his wife ran away with a tailor. ^ 

It was clear he lav under a curse ; 

None would hold with him any communion ; 
Every day matters grew worse and worse, 

Till they ended at length in The Union ; 
While his man being caught in some fact 

(The particular crime Fve forgotten), 
Wlien he came to be hang'd for the act. 

Split, and told the whme stray to Cotton. 

Understanding the matter was blown, 

His employer became apprehensive 
Of what, when 'twas more tuUy known, 

Might ensue — ^he grew thoughtful and pensive ; 
Hepurchased some sngar-of-lMd, 

Took it home, popp^ it into his porridge. 
Ate it np, and then took to his bed. 

And so died in the workhouse at Norwich. 

Moral. 

Ponder well now, dear Parents, each word 
That I've wrote, and when Sirius rages 
In the dog-days, don't be so absurd 

As to blow yourselves ont with Green-gages ! 
Of stone-fruits in general be shy, 
' And reflect it's a fact beyond question 
That Grapes, when they're spelt with an t*. 
Promote anything else but digestion. — 

— ^When you set about making your will. 

Which is commonly done when a body*s ill, 
Mind, and word it with caution and skill, 

And avoid, if you can, any codicil I 
When once you've appointed an heir 

To the fortune you ve nude, or obtain'd, ere 
Ton leave a reversion beware 

Whom you place in xootingent remainder I 

Executors, Guardians, and all 

Who have children to mind, don't ill treat them, 
Nor think that, because they are small 

And weak, yon may beat them, and cheat them. 
Bemember that * ill-gotten goods 

Never thrive ;' their possession's but cursory. 
So never turn out in the woods 

Little folks you should keep in the nursery. 

Be sure he who does such base things 

Will ne'er stifle Conscience's clamour ; 
His 'riches will make themselves wings,' 

And his property come to the hammer I 
Then He, — and not those he bereaves. 

Will have most cause for sighings and sobbings. 
When he finds him$el/ smothered with leaves 

(Of fat catalogues) heap'd up by Bobins I 



TIms Incki«nti recorded in the inooeediag Legend were oommu< 
nloiCed to a dear Irlrnd of onr tunUj by the Ute Umented Sir 
Walter SooU. The names and locaUtlea have been gcrapulouly 
retained, as she ia ready to tettlfy. The pvooefdlngs In thte ca»e 
are. 1 beUeve, recorded in some of our law reports, though I have 
never been able to lay my hand apon them. 



THE DEAD DRUMMER. 

A LBQEND OF SALlSBaRY PLALV. 

OH, Salisbury Plain i& bleak and bare, — 
At least so Fve heard many people declare, 
For I fairly confess I never was there ; — 

Not a shrub, nor a tree, Nor a bush can yon see. 
No hedges, no ditches, no gates, no stiles, 
Much less a house or a cottage for miles ;— 
— It's a very sad thing to be caught in the rain 
When night's coming on upon Salisbuiy Plain. 

Now, Fd have yon to know That a great while 
The best part of a century, may be, or so, — [ago, — 
Across the same plain, so dull and so dreary, 
A coonple of Travellers, way-worn and weary, 

Were making their way ; Their profession, yon*d 
At a single glance, did not admit of a query ; [say 
The pump-lumdled pig-tail, and whiskers worn then, 
With scarce an exception, by sea-faring men, [all 

The jacket, — ^the loose trousers ' bows'd up together — 
Guiltless of braces, as those of Charles Wethe^all, — 
The pigeon-toed step, and the rollicking motion, 
Bespoke them two genuine sons of the Ocean, 
And show'd in a moment their real characters, 
(The accent so placed on this word by our Jack Tars). 

The one in advance was sturdy and strong. 
With arms uncommonly bony and long. 

And his Guernsey shirt Was all pitch and dirt, 
Which sailors don't think inconvenient or wrong. 

He was very broad-breasted. And very deep 
chested; 
His sinewy frame correspond with the rest did, 
Except as to height, for he could not be more 
At the most, you would say, than some five feet four. 
And, if measured, perhaps had been found a thought 

lower. 
Dame Nature, in fact, — when some person or other, 
— A Poet, — has eall'd a * capricious step*mother,' — 

You saw when beside hizn. Had somehow denied 
In longitude what she had gained in latitude. [him 

A trifling defect You d the sooner detect 
From his havmg contracted a stoop in his attitude. . 
Square-built and broad-shoulder'd, good-humonr'd and 
With his collar and countenance open as day, [gay, 
The latter — 'twas mark'd with small-pox, by the 

way,— 
Had a sort of expression good-will to bespeak ; 
He'd a smile in his eye, and a quid in his cheek ! 
And, in short, notwithstanding his failure in height. 
He was just such a man as you*d say, at first sight. 
You would much rather dine, or shake han£, with 
than fight 1 

The other, his friend and companion, was taller. 
By five or six inches, at least, than the smaller ; 

From his air and his mien It was plain to be seen. 

That he was, or had 'been, A something between 
The real ' Jack Tar ' and the * Jolly BCarine.' 
For, though he would give an occasional hitch, 
Sidlor-like to his * slops,' there was something, the 
which, [pitch. — 

On the whole, savoured more of the pipe-clay than 
Such were now the two men who appear'd on the hill. 
Harry Waters the tall one, the short < Spanking; Bill.' 

To be can^t in the rain, I repeat it again. 
Is extremely unpleasant on Salisbury Plain ; 
And when with a good soaking shower there are blended 
Blue lightnings and thunder, the matter's not mended ; 

Such was the case In this wild dreary place. 
On the day that I'm speaking of now, when the brace 
Of tnurllers alluded to quicken'd their pace, 
Till a good steady walk became more like a race 
To get quit of the tempest which held them in chase. 

Louder, and louder Than mortal gunpowder. 
The heav'nly artiUenr kept crashing and roaring, 
The lightning kept flashing, the rain too kept pouring, 

While they, helter-skelter. In vain sought fur 
shelter 
From what I've heard tenn'd, * a regular pelter ; ' 

But the deuce of a screen Could be anywhere seen, 
Or an object except that, on one of the rises, [r^ad 

An old way-post show'd Where the Lavington 
Branch*d oH to the left from the one to Devizes ; 
And there the footsteps of Waters seem'd tending. 
Though a doubt might exist of the course he was 

bending, 
To a land^nan. at least, who, wherever he goes 
Is content, for the most p^rt. to follow bis noM :— 



A BOW IN AN OMNIBUS (B&X). 
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' They dragg'd me o'er the vessels side : 

The wond of waters rolled below ; 
The gtiUant ship in all her pride 

Of dreadful beautr sought her foe : 
— Thou saw'st me, Williaro, in the strife — 
Alack I I bore a charmed life ! 

< In vain the ballets round me fly, 

In vain mine eager breast I bare 
Death shuns the wretch who longs to die. 

And every sword falls edgeless there ! 
Still He is near ; and seems to cry, 
'* Not here, not tfitu, may Aiatcham die ! " — 

^ Thou saw'st me on that fearful dav, 
When, fruitless all attempts to save, 

Our pinnace foundering in the bay, 
The boat^s-crew met a watery grave, — 

All, all — save one, — the ravenous sea 

That swallow'd all — ^rejected Me I 

*■ And now, when fifteen suns have each 

Fulfilled in turn its circling year, 
Thrown back again on £ngland*8 beach. 

Our bark paid off — ^Hb ^ivee me Uere I 
I could not die in flood or fight — 
He drives me Hebe I ! ' — 

* And sarve you right. 
What I bUk yoQr C(Hnmander \ — desart — and then rob .! 
And go scuttling a poor little Drummer -boy*6 nob ; 
"Why, my precious eyes ! what a bloodthirsty swab ! — 
' There s old Davy Jones, Who cracks Sailors' bones, 
For his jaw -work would never, I'm sure, s'elp me Bob, 
Have come for to go for to do sich a job ! [purser-name. 
Hark ye, Waters, — or Matcham, — whicnevers your 
— T'other, yonr own, is, Pm sartfun, the woner name, — 
Twelve years have we lived on like brother and brother I 
Now — ^your course lays one way, andmine lays another!* — 

* No, William, it may not be so ; 

Blood calls for blood I — *tis Heaven's decree I 
And thou with me this night must go. 
And give me to the gallows-tree ! 
Ha I — see — He smiles — ^Hb pointa the way ! 
On, William, on ! — no more delay ! ' 

Now Bill, — so the story, as told to me, goes. 

And who, as his last speech sufficiently shows, 

Was a * regular trump,'— did not like to ' turn Nose ; ' 

But tlien came a thunder-clap louder than any 

Of those that preceded, though they were so many. 

And hark ! — as its rumblings subside in a hum. 

What sound mingles too ? — By the hokey — A Dbuu ! ! 

I remember I once heard my Grandfather say. 
That some sixty years since he was going that way, 

When they show'd him the spot 

Where the gibbet — was not — 
On which Matcham's corse had been hung up to rot ; 
It had fall'n down — ^but how long before, he d forgot ; 
And they told him, I think, at the Bear in Devizes, 
The town where the Sessions are held, — or the 'Sizes, 

That Matcham conf ess'd, And made a clean breast 
To the May'r ; but that after he'd had a night's rest, 
And the storm had subsided, he ' pooh-pooh'd ' his friend. 
Swearing all was a lie from begmning to end ; [sunk 

Said ' he'd onlv been drunk '— That his spirits had 
At the thunder — ^the storm put him into a funk, — 
That, in fact, he had nothing at all on his conscience. 
And found out, in short, he'd been talking great non- 
sense. — 

But now one Mr Jones Comes forth and depones 
That fifteen years since, he had heard certain groans 
On his way to Stonehenge (to examine the stones 
Described in a work of the late Sir John Soane's), [tones. 

That he'd foUow'd the moans, And, led by their 
Found a Baven a-picking a Drummer-boy's bones I — 

r— Then the Colonel wrote word 

From the King's Forty-third, 
That the story was certainly true which they'd heard. 
For, that one of their drununers, and one Sergeant 
Matcham, [catch *em 

Had * bmsh'd with the dibs,' and they never could 

So Justice was sure, though a long time she'd lagg'd, 
And the Sergeant, in spite of his *Gammon,' got ^scragg'd;' 

And people averr'd That an ugly bUck bird. 
The Raven, 'twas hinted, of whom we have heard, 
Though the story, I own, appears rather absurd, 
Was seen ((Teiraae Matcham not being interr'd). 
To roo«t aU that night on the murderer's gibbet ; 
An odd thing, if so, and it may be a fib — it 
However's a thing Nature's laws don't prohibit. 
—Next morning they add, that * black gentleman' 
flies out, [eves out. 

Having pick'd Matcham's nose off, and gobbled his 



Moral. 

Avit au Vvyageur. 
ImpnmU. 
If you contemplate walking o*er Salisbury plain 
Consult Mr. Murphy, or Moore, and refrain 
From selecting a day when it's likely to rain ! 
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When travlling, don't * flash ' Tour notes or your 
Before other people — ^it's foolish and rash ! [cash 

At dinner be cautious, and note well your party ! — 
There's little to dread where the appetite's hearty, — 
'But mind and look well to your purse and your throttle 
When you see a man shirking, and passing his bottle ! 

• 

If you chance to be needy. Tour coat and hat 
In war-time especially never go out [seedy. 

When yon'vereason to think there's a press-gang about! 

Don't chatter, nor tell people all that you think. 
Nor blab secrets,— especially wben you're in drink. — 
But keep your own counsel in all that you do ! 
— Or a Counsel may, some day or other, keep you. 



Discard superstition ! — and don*t take a post. 
If yon happen to see one at night, for a ghost ! 
— Last of all, if by choice of convenience you're led 
To cut a man's throat, or demolish his head. 
Don't do 't in a tlmnder-storm — ^wait for the summer I 
And mind, above all things, the Man's not a 
DarMMER ! ! 



Among a bundle 9t lettera 1 find one from Sncklethumbkln, 
dated from London, and oonUintng his venion of perhaps the 
greatest theatrical avil War ainoe the celebrated * 0. r. row.' Aa 
the circumstanoet are now become matter of history, and poor 
Doldmm himself has l^en, alas I for some time the dienlien of a 
Ui dliferent ' House,' I have ventured to preserve ii. Perbans It 
maj be nnnsceesary lo add, that mj Honourable fMend has oTIate 
taken to Poetry, and goes without his cravat. 



A ROW IN AN OMNIBUS (BOX). 
A LEGEND OP THE HAYMAUKET. 

Omnibus hoc vltlum cantoribns. •Hok. 

DoL-DRUM the Manager sits in his chair. 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air, 
And he says, as he slaps his hand on his knee, 

* 111 have nothing to do with Fiddle-de-dee ! ' 

— * But Fiddle-de-dee sings dear and loud, 

And his trills and his quavers astonish the crowd ; 

Such a singer as he Tooll nowhere see ; 
They'll all be screaming for Fiddle-de-dee ! ' 

— * Though Fiddle-de-dee singjs loud and clear. 
And his tones are sweet, yet his terms are dear ! 
The " glove won*t fit 1 '* The deuce a bit. 
I shall give an engagement to Fal-de-ral-tit ! ' 

The Prompter bow'd, and he went to his stall, 
And the green baize rose at the Prompter's call, 
And Fal-de-ral-tit sung fol-de-rol-lol ; 

But, scarce had he done When a * row ' begun, 
Such a noise was never heard under the sun. 

* Fiddle-de-dee I-— —Where is he ? 

* He's the Ariitte whom we all want to see ! — 

Dd-drmnt — ^Dol-dnnn! — Bid the Manager come. 
It's a scandalous thing to exact such a sum 
For boxes and gallery, stalls and pit, 
And then fob us off with a Fal-de-ral-tit ! 

Deuce a bit 1 Well never submit ! 
Vive Fiddle-de-de t h bat Fal-de-ral-tit ! * 

Dol-drum the Manager rose from his chair. 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air ; 

But he smoothed his brow As he well knew how. 
And he walk'd on, and made a most elesant bow. 
And he paused, and he smiled, and advanced to the 
In his opera-hat, and his opera-tights ; [lights, 

* Ladies and Gentlemen,' then said he, 

* Pray what may you please to want with me I ' 

* Fiddle-de-dee I— Fiddle-de-dee 1 ' 
Folks of every sort and of every degree, 
Snob, and Snip, and haughty Grandee, 
Duchesses, Countesses, fradi from their tea, 
And Shopmen, who'd only come there for a spree, 
Halloo'd, and hooted, and roar'd with glee 

Fiddle-de-dee 1 — None but He I— 
Subscribe to hiB terms, whatever they be ! — 
Agree, agree, or jroull very soon see 
In a brace of shakes well get up an O.P. ! ' 



Dul-drum the Manager, full of care, 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied aii*. 

Looks distrest. 
And he bows his best. 
And he puts his right hand on the side of his breast. 

Ana he says, — says he, * We can^t agree ; 
His terms are a vast deal too high for me. — 
There's the rent, and the rates, and the sesses, and 

taxes — 
I can't afford Fiddle-de-dee what he axet. 
If youll only permit Fal-de-ral-tit ' 

The * Generous Public * cried, • Deuce a bit ! 

Dol-drum ! — Dol-drum ! — Well none of us come. 
It's " No Go I "—it's "Gammon ! "—it's »* aU a Hum :"— 

You're a miserly Jew ! — ** Cock-a-doodle-do ! " 
He don't ask too much, as vou know — so you do — 
It's a shame — it's a sin — it s really too bad — 
You ought to foe 'shamed of yourself — so yon had ! ' 

Dol-drum the Manager never before 

In his lifetime had heard such a wild uproar. 

Dol-drum the Manager turn'd to flee ; 

But he says — says he, * Mori de ma vie ! 
I shall nevare engage vid dat Fiddle-de-dee I ' 
Then all the gentlefolks flew in a rage. 
And they jumped from the Omnibus on to the Stage, 
Lords, Quires, and Knights, they came down to the 

lights, 
In their opera-hats, and their opera-tights, 

Ma'am'selle Cherrytoes Snook to her very toes, 
She couldn't hop on, so hopp'd off on her merry toes, 
And the * evening concluded ' with * Three times three I * 

* Hip— hip ! — ^hurrah I for Fiddle-de-dee I * 

Dol-drum the Manager, full of care. 
With a troubled brow and dissatisfied air, 

Saddest of men, 

Sat down, and then 
Took (torn his table a Porryan pen. 

And he wrote to the * News,' 

How MacFuze and Tregooze, 
Lord Tomnoddy, Sir Camaby Jeilks of the Blues, 
And the whole of their tail, and the separate crews 
Of the Tags and the Rags, and the No-one-knows-whos, 
Had combined Monsieur Fal-de-ral-tit to abuse. 

And make Dol-drum agree 

With Fiddle-de-dee, 
Who was not a bit better singer than he. 
— Dol-drum declared ' he never could see, 
For the life of him, yet, why Fiddle-de-dee, 

Who in B flat, or C, 

Or whatever the key. 
Could never at an^ time get below G, 
Should expect a tee the same in degree 
As the great Burlybumbo who sings double D.' 
Then slyly he adds a little N.B., 

* If they'd have him in Paris he'd not come to in<* ! ' 

The Manager rings, 

And the Pronroter springs 
To his side in a jiflhr, and wiui him he brings 
A set of those odd-looking envelope things. 
Where Britannia (w^ho seems to be crucified) flings 
To her right and her left funny people with wings 
Amongst Elephants, Quakers, and Catabaw Kings 

^d a taper and wax 

And small Qoeen's heads in packs, 
Which, when notes are too big, yon're to stick on tli oir 

backs. 
Dol-dmm the Manager seal'd with care 
The letter and copies he'd written so fair. 
And sat himself down with a satisfied air ; 

Without delay He sent them away, 
In time to appear in * our columns ' next day I 

Dol-drum the Manager, full of care, 

Walk'd on to the sti^ with an anxious air, 

And peep'd through the curtain to see who were therj 

There was MacFuze, 

And Lieutenant Tregooze, 
And there was Sir Oamaby Jenks of the Blues, 
And the Tags, and the Bags, and the No-one-knon s- 

whoa; 
And the green-baize rose at the Prompter's call. 
And they all began to hoot, bellow, and bawl. 
And cry * Cock-a-doodle,' and scream and sqtiall 

*£k>l-dram I — Dol-drum t Bid the Manager cornel 

You'd have thought from the tones, 

Of their hisses and groans, 
They were bent on brealdng his (Opera) bones. 
And Dol-drum comes, and he says— eays he, 

* Pray what may you please to want with me ? '— * 

* Fiddle-de-dee !— Fiddle-de-dee I 
Well have nobody give us tml fa but He ! 
For he's the Artiste whom we all want to 8?e.' 
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— MaxuLger Dol-druin sajs-^-eajs he— 

(And he looks like an owl in a * hollow beech-tree *) 

* Well, since I see The thing must be, 
111 sura an agreement with Fiddle-de-dee ! ' 

Then t£cFaze, and Tregooze, 

And Jenks of the Bines, 
And the Tags, and the Rags, and the No-one-knows- 

whoB, 
Extremely delisted to hear, such good news, 
Desist from their shrill * Cock-a-d^dle-doos.' 

' Vive Fiddle-de-dee 1 Dol-dram and He I 
They are joilr good fellows as ever need be ! 
And so's dorlybambo, who sings doable D t 
And whenerer they sing, why, well all come and see ! * 

. So after all This terrible sqaaU, 
Fiddle-de-dee 's at the top of the tree, 
And Dol-dmm and Fal-de-ral-tit sing small ! 
Now Fiddle-de-dee sings loud and clear 
At I can*t tell yon how many thousands a-year, 
And Fal-de-ral-tit is coa5ider*d * Small Beer ;' 

And Ma*am*Belle Ohenytoes Sports her merry 
toes. 
Dancing awaj to the fiddles and flutes, 
In what the folks call a * Lithuanian * in boots. 

So here's an end to my one, two, and three ; 
And bless the Queen — and long live she I 
And grant that there never again may be 
Such a hailiballoo as weVe happened to see 
About nothing on earth but * Fiddle-de-dee ! ' 



We oome now to tbe rammagliig of Father John's stores. The 
extrActs Trhkh t sbaai submit ttxm them are of the etme character 
a» thofte formerly derived ft-om the same source, and may be oon- 
fcidered aa theologioo-hiatorical, or Tracts for bla times. 

With respect to the first legend on this list. I have to remark 
that, tbongh the good Father is silent on the subject, there is 
eveiy reason to believe that the • little eorly-wi^sed ' gentleman, 
who ptays* thoogb paskively, so prominent a port in it, had in- 
gold&by blood in his veins. This oonjectnre is supported by the 
fact of the arms of Scroope. impaling Ingoldsby, b«ing found, as in 
the Bray coice, in one «<f the windows, and by a very old marri ge 
settlement n#arly, or quite, Ulegfble, a £io«lmUe of the seal 
alSxed to which is appended to this true history. 



THE LAY OF ST. CUTHBERT. 

OK, 

THE DEVIL'S DINNER-PABTY. 

A LKGBXD OF TBS KOBTII COfJXTBZS. 

Nobilis quidam, cul nomen Montr. Utcnp, ChivaUr, cum 
InviUsaet convlvas. et, bora convivii jam insUnte et apt»arata 
facto, ape frustratus esset, excusantibus se convivis cur non 
compararent, pporupit iratns in h»c verba ; • Yeniant ioitur omne* 
aamonet, si ntMut kominum meam eue poUst! ' 

Quod cum fleret. et Dominus. et fkmuli, et anrtllip, a domo 
properantea, forte oblitl, infantem in cunis Jacentem scciim non 
auferent, Dcmones incipiunt oomeeearl et vociferarl. pro- 
spicercque per fenebtras formls nrsoram, Inporum. fellum et 
monstrare pocuU vino repleU. Ah, inquit pater, ubi i^/ang 
^Musr VIx cum haw dixiaset. nnus ex Dwmonlbus ulnis suis 
infantem ad feneetram gestat. kc.-^Chnmicon de Bolton. 

IT'S in Bolton Hall, and the clock strikes One, 
And the roast meat's brown and the boil'd meat's 
done. 

And the barbecu'd suckii^-pig's crisp'd to a turn, 
And the pancakes are fried, and beginning to burnt 
rtr-.J^ ^** Stubble-goose Swims in gravy and juice, 
With the mustard and apple-sauce ready for use • 
Fish, flesh, and fowl, and all of the best, * 

Want nothing but eating— tiieyVe aU ready drcst. 
But where is the Host, and where is the Guest ? 

Pantler and serving-man, henchman and page, 
Stand sniffing the duck-stuffing (onion and sage) 

And the scullions and cooks, With fidgety looks, 
Are grumbling and muttVing, and scowling as black 
As cooks always do when the dinner's put back ; 
For though the board's deckt, and the napery, fair 
As the unsunn'd snow-flake, is spread out with care. 
And the Dais is fumish'd with stool and with chair 
And plate of wJictHt costly and rare, * 

Apostle-spoons, salt-cellar, all are there, 

And Mess John in his place. With his rubicund 
face, 

And lus hands ready folded, prepared to say Grace, 
Yet where is the Host ?— and his convives— where ? 

The Scroope sits lonely in Bolton Hall, 

And he watches the dial that hangs by the wall. 

He watches the large hand, he watches the small. 

And he fidgets and looks As cross as the cooks, 
And he utters— a word which well soften to * Zooks : ' 
And he cries, * What on earth has become of them all ?-. 



What can delay De Yaux and De Saye ? 
What makes Sir Gilbert de Umf raviUe stay ? 
What's gone with Poyntz, and Sir Beginsld Braye ? 
Wh V are Ralph Uffoi^ and Mamy away ? 
And De Nokes, and De Styles, and Lord Marmaduke 

AndDeBoe? And De Doe? [Grey? 

Foynings and Vavasour — ^where be they ? 
Fitz-Walter, Fits-Osbert, Fits-Hugh, and Fits-John, 
And the Mandevilles, pere elflz (father and son) ; 
Their cards said " Dinner precisely at One ! " 

There's nothing I hate, in The world, like waiting I 
It*B a monstrous great bore, when a Gentleman feds 
A good anpetite, thus to be kept from his meals ! ' 
It's in Bolton Hall, and the clock strikes Two 1 
And the scullions and cooks are themselves in * a stew,' 
And the kitchen-maids stand,and don*i know what to do, 
For the rich plum-puddings are bursting their bags, 
And the mutton and turnips are boiling to rags, 

AndthefishisaUspoird, And the butters all oil'd, 
And the soup's got cold in the silver tureen. 
And there's nothing in short that is fit to be seen ! 
While Sir Guy Le Scroope continues to fume, 
And to fret by himself in the tapestried room, 

And still fidgets, and looks More cross than the 
cooks, 
And repeats that bad word, which we're soften'd to 
' Zooks I ' 

Two o'clock's come, and Two oWock's gone. 
And the large and the small hands move st^dily on, 
Still nobody's there, No De Boos, or De Clare, 
To taste of the Scroope's most delicate fare. 
Or to quaff off a health unto Bolton's Heis, 
That nice little boy who sits in his chur. 
Some four years old, and a few months to spare, 
With his laughing blue eyes and his long curly hair. 
Now sucking his thumb, and now munching his pear. 

Again, Sir Guy the silence broke, 

* It's hard upon Three ! — ^it's just on the stroke I 
Come, serve up the dinner \ — ^A joke is a joke I ' — 
Little he deems that Stephen de Hoaques, ' 
Who *his fun,' as the Yankees say, everywhere * pokes, 
And is always a great deal too fond of his jokes, 

Has written a circular note to De Nokes, 

And De Stiles, and De Boe, and the rest of the folks. 

One and all, — Great and small, 

Who were ask'd to the Hall 
To dine there and sup, and wind up with a ball. 
And had told all the party a great bouncing lie, he 
Cook'd up, that the ^fiU was postponed sim die. 
The dear little curly-wigg'd heir oi Le Scroope 
Being taken alanningly ill with the croup ! ' 

When the clock struck Three, And the Page on his 
knee 
Said, * An't please you, Sir Guy Le Scroope, Onatervi! ' 
And the Knight found the banquet-halleinpty and clear. 

With nobody near To partake of his cheer, 
He stamp'd, and he storm'd — then his language ! — Oh 

dear! 
'Twas awful to see, and 'twas awful to hear I 
And he cried to the button-deck'd Page at his knee, 
Who had told him so civilly * On a eervi,* 

* Ten thousand fiends seize them, wherever they be I 
—The Devil take them ! and the Devil take thee ! 
And the Devil may eat rp the dinner fob me ! I * 

• « 

In a terrible fume He bounced out of the room, 
He bounced out of the house — and page, footman, and 

groom. 
Bounced after their mastw ; for scarce had they heard 
Of this left-handed Grace the last finishing woixl. 
Ere the horn at the gate oi the Barbican tower 
Was blown with a loud twenty-trumpeter power, 

And in rush'd a troop Of strange guests \ — such a 
group 
As had ne'er before darken'd the door of the Scroope ! 
This looks like De Saye— yet— it is not De Saye— 
And this is — no, 'tis not — Sir Beginald Braye — 
This has somewhat the favour ofMarmaduke Grey — 
But stay ! — Where on earth did he get tJtoie long nailt 9 
Why, they're dawt ! — ^then Good Gracious 1 — they've 

all of them taih f 
That can't be De Vaux— why, his nose is a bill. 
Or, I would say a beak !-^and he can't keep it still I— 
Is that Pojrnings ?— Oh Gemini ! look at his feet 1 1 
Why, they're absolute /ioo/» / — is it gout or his corns, 
That have crumpled them up so ? — ^by Jingo, he's hnrns ! 
Run I run 1— There's Fitx- Walter, Fits-Hugh, and Fitz- 

John, 

And the Mandevilles, pere eifilz (father and son), 
And Fitr-Osbcrt, and Ufford— tftcw're all qot them on ! 
Then their great saucer eyes — It's the Father of lies 
And his Imps — ^run ! run ! run ! — they're all fiends in 
disguif^. 



Who've partly assumed, with more sombre cotnplexit. t .>j 
The fonus of Sir Quy Le Seroope's friends and conn-''- 

tions. 
And He — at the top there — that grim-Iookine eli-^ 
Run I run 1 — ^that's the *muckle-hom'd Clootie hlmsfri ' 

And now what a din Without and within ! 
For the court-yard is full of tbenu — ^How they begiL 
To mop, and to mowe, and make faces, and grin I 

Cock their tails up together, Like cows in b * 
weather 
And butt at each other, all eating and drinking. 
The viands and wine disappearing like winking. 

And then snch a lot As together had got ! 
Master Cabbage, the steward, who'd make a machijK 
To calculate with, and count noses,^ — ^I ween 
The cleverest thing of the kind ever seen, — 

Declared, when he'd made, By the said machifl£'> 
aid, 
Up, what's now called, the * tottle ' of those he survn <1 
There were just — ^how he proved it I cannot divinf.— 
A^tne thou$andt nine hundred, and ninety and nine 

Exclusive of Him, Who, giant in limb. 
And black as the crow, they denominate Jim, 
With a tail like a bull, and a head like a bear. 
Stands forth at the window, — and what holds be tb'^r- 

Which he hugs with such care, And pc^es <«! 
in the air. 
And grasps as its limbs from each other he'd tear? 

Oh 1 grief and despair ! I vow and declare 
It's Le Scroope's poor, dear, sweet, little, cmrly-wifp i 

Heir I 
Whom the nurse hod forgot, and left there in hU clusr. 
Alternately sucking his thumb and his pear. 

What words can^^zpress The dismay and distn- * 
Of Sir Guy, when he found what a terrible mesa 
His cursing and banning had now got him into? 
That words, which to use are a shame and a sin tix). 
Had thus on their speaker recoil'd, and his maliaon 
Placed in the hands of the Devil's own ' pal ' his soo !— 

He sobb'd and he sigh'd, And he scream'd, and bt 
cried, 
And behaved like a man that is mad or in liquor, — Le 
Tore his peak'd beard, and he dash'd off his * Vicarv/* 

Stamp'd on the jssey . As though he were mzr. 
And staggering about just as if he were * hazy/ 
Exclaim^ * Fifty pounds ! ' (a large sum in those tunr«) 
* To the person, whoever he may be, that climbs 
To that window above there, en ogitee, and paint(*d. 
And iM'ing down my curly- wi' ' here Sir Guy faiut^.' 

With many a moan, And many a groan, 
What with twcttks of the nose, and some eau de CoLuo^^ 
He revived, — Reason once more remounted her lhro*t» 
Or rather the instinct of Nature, — ^twere treason 
To Her, in the Scroope's case, perhaps, to say ReasdC— 
But what saw he then ? — Oh I my Goodness I a stgiit 
Enough to have banish'd his reason outright ! — 

In that broad banquet hall The fiends one and ill, 
Regardless of shriek, and of squeak, and of fquoll. 
From one to another were tossing that small 
Pretty, curly-wigg'd boy, as if pkying at ball : 
Yet none of his iriends or his vassals might dare 
To fly to the rescue or rush up the stair, 
'And bring doMH in safety his curly- wigg'd Heir ! 

Well a day! WeUaday! All ho can say 
Is but just so much ixouble and time thrown away ; 
Not a man can be tempted to join the meUTei 
E'en those words cabalistic, * I promise to pay 
Fifty pounds on demand,' have, for once, lost their swav 

And there the Knight stands, Wringing hi^i haoi^ 
In his agony — ^when on a sudden, one ray 
Of hope darts through his midriff ! — ^His Saint I — Oh itV 
funny 

And almost absurd, That it never occurr'd ! — 
' Ay ! the Scroope's Patron Saint ! — ^he's the man U^ 

my money 1 
Saint — who is it ? — really I'm sadly to blame, — 
On my word I'm afraid, — I confess it with shame. — 
That I've almost forgot the good Gentleman's name.— 
Cut — ^let me see — Cutbeard ? — ^no !— Cctdbert I — e^^jni 
St Cuthbert of Bolton l—Vm right— he's the lad ! 
Oh, holy St (Cuthbert, if forbears of mine — 
Of myself I say little, — ^have knelt at your shrme. 
And have lash'd tlieir bare backs, and — no matter— 
with twine, 

Oh I list to the vow Which t make to you now. 
Only snatch my poor little boy out of the row 
Which that Imp's kicking up with his fiendish bow-«.<n . 
And his head like a bear, and his tail like a cow ! 
Bring him back here in safety I — ^perfonn but this ta^k. 
And 111 give! — Oh ! — 111 give you whatever r»m a-sk !— 

There is not a shrine In the County shall shine 

* A pcruXe. bo nam^d from Its inventor. 
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IVith A brilliiiiicj half so resplendent as thinet 
It hare so manir eandles, or look half so fine I — 
Sastc, holy St Cathbert, then, — hasten in pity I * — 

— Conceive his surprise 

When a strange voice replies, 
It*s a bargain! — ^bat| mind, sir, Tuk best Sperma- 
ceti ! * — 
>av% whose that voice ? — whose that form by his side, 
rhat old, old, grey man, with his beard long and wide, 

In his coarse Palme's weeds, 

And his cockle and beads ? — 
\ud, how did he come ?— did he walk ? — did he ride ? 
3h ! none coold determine,— «h ! none conld decide, — 
rhe fact is, I don*t believe any one tried ; 
^or while ev*ry one stared, with a dignified stride, 

And without a word more, 

fie marched on before, 
Jp a flight of stone steps, and so through the front 

door, 
to the banqueting-hall that was on the first floor, 
Wliilc the fiendish assembly were making a rare 
[iittle shuttlecock there of the curly-wigg'd Heir. — 
—I wish, gentle Header, that you could have seen 
rhe pause that ensued when he stepped in between, 
iVith his resolute air, and his dignified mien, 
Vnd said, in a tone most decided though mild, 
Ccme ! 1*11 trouble you just to hand over that child I * 




LkT 09 ST. CmiBBBT. 

rhe Demoniac crowd In an instant seem'd cow*d ; 

lot one of the crew volunteered a reply, 

Ul shrunk from the glance of that keen-flashing eye, 

)aro one honxd Humgruffin, who seem*d by his talk, 

knd the airs he assumed, to be Cock of the walk, 

Id qoail'd not before it, but saucily met it, 

knd as saucily said, * Don*t you wish you may get it ? * 

f y Goodness ! — ^the look that the old Palmer gave I 
knd his frown I — *twas quite dreadful to witness — 
* Why fUvc I 

You rascal I ' quoth he, 

* This language to xe I 

-At once, Mr Nicholas ! down on your knee, 
Vnd hand me that curly- wigg'd boy ! — ^I command it — 
-')me! — none of your nonsense I — ^you know I won't 
stand it.* • 

>ld Nicholas trembled, — he shook in his shoes, 
ind seem*d half inclined, but afraid, to refuse. 

* Well, Cuthbert,' said he, 
' If so it must be, 

'w you've had your own way from the first time I knew 

ye;— 
Pdke your curly-wigg*d brat, and much good may he do 

Sat 111 have in exchange '—here his eve flasVd with 
rage-. 

That chap with the buttons — he (in re me the Page ! * 



* Come, come,' the Saint answer*d, *yon very well know 
The young man^s no more lUs than your own to be- 
stow — 
Touch one button of his if you dare, Nick — ^n6 ! no ! 
Cut your stick, sir— ^me, mizzle \ be off with you ! 

gor- 

The Devil grew hot — 
• If I do 111 be shot ! 
An you come to that, Cuthbert, 111 tell you what's what ; 
Ha nas ask'd us to dine herct and go we will not I 
Why, yon Skinflintt — at least 
Ton may leave us the feast I 
Here weVe come all that way from our brimstone abode, 
Ten million good leagues, sir, as ever you strode. 
And the deuce of a luncheon weVe had on the road — 
—** Go I "—"Mizzle I'* indeed— Mr Saint, who are 

yon, 
I should like to know ?— " Go ! "—Ill be hang*d if I do ! 
He invited us all — ^weVe a right here — it's Imown 
That a Baron may do what he likes with his own — 
Here, Asmodeus — a slice of that beef; — now the mus- 
tard!— 
What have you got? — oh, apple-pie — ^try it with cus- 
tard.* 

The Saint made a pause 

As uncertain, because 
He knew Nick is prettj well * up * in the laws, [claws ! 
And they might oe on hi$ side — and then, he d such 
On the wholo, it was better, he thought, to retire 
With the curly- wiggM boy he*d picked out of the fire, 
And give np the victuals — ^to retrace his path. 
And to compromise — (spite of the Member for Bath). 

So to Old Nick's appeal. 

As he turned on his heel. 
He replied,'* Well, 111 leave you the mutton and veal. 
And tne soup a la Reine, and the sauce Bechamel ; 
As the Scroope did invite you to dinner, I feel 
[ can't well turn you out — 'twould be hardly genteel — 
But be moderate pray, — and remember thus much, 
Since you're treated as Gentlemen— show yourselves 
such. 
And don't make it late, But mind and go straight 
Home to bed when you've finished — and dont steal the 

plate. 
Nor wrench off the knocker, or bell from the gate 
Walk away, like respectable Devils, in peace. 
And don't '^ lark " with the watch, or annoy the police I * 

Having thus said his say. 

That Palmer grey 
Took up little Le Scroope, and walk'd coolly away. 
While the demons all set up a 'Hip! hipt hurrahl ' 
Then feU, tooth and nail, on the victuals, as they 
Had been guests at Guildhall upon Lcrd Biayor's day, 
All scrambling and scuffling for what was before *em. 
No care for precedence or common decorum. 

Few ate more hearty 

Than Madame Astute, 
And Hecate,— considered the Belles of the party. 
Between them was seated Leviathan, eager 
To 'do the polite,' and take wine with Selphegor; 
Here was iiorhleu (a French devil), supping soup- 
meagre. 
And there, munching leeks, Davy Jones of TVedegar 
(A Welsh one), who'd left the domains of Ap Morgan 
To * follow the sea,' — and next him Demogorgon, — 
Then Pan with his pipes, and Fauns grinding the 

organ 
To Mammon and Belial, and half a score dancers. 
Who'd ioin'd with Medusa to get up ' the Lancers ;' 
— Here s Lucifer lying blind drunk with Scotch ale, 
While Beelzebub's tying huge knots in his tail. 
There's Setebos, storming because Mephistopheles 

Gave him the lie. 

Said he'd 'Uackea his eye/ 
And dash'd in his face a whole cup of hot coffee-lees ; — 

Rampine and roaring, 

Hiccoughing, snoring. 
Never was seen such a riot before in 
A gentleman's house, or such profligate revelling 
At any 50f rtfe-r-where they don't let tlie Devil in. 

Hark I as sure as fate The clock's striking Eight ! 
(An hour whii^h our ancestors call * getting late,') 
When Nick, « ho by this time was rather elate, 
Rose up and a Idress'd them. 

•'Tis full time,' he said, 
' For all elderly Devils to be in their bed ; 
For my own part I mean to be jogging, because 
I don't find myself now quite so young as I was ; 
But, Gentlemen, ere I depart from my post, 
I must call on yon all for one bumper — the toast 
Which I have to propose is, — Oi 8 Excellent Hon ! 



— ^Many thanks for his kind hospitality— may 

We also ^ able To see at our table 
Himsc^, and enjoy, in a family way. 
His ffood company down-etairu at no distant da^ I 

You'd, I'm sure, think me rude U I did not mclude 
In the toast my young friend there, the cnrly-wigg'd 
He's in very good hands, for you're all weU aware [Heir I 
That St duthbert has taken him under his care *, 

Though I must not say ** Uess," — 

— Why youll easily ^;uess, — , 
May our curly- wigg'd rnend's shadow never be less! * 
Nick took off hisheel-tapa — ^bow*d — smiled — ^with an 
Most graciously grim, — and vacated the chair. — [air 

Of course the iliU Bose at once on their feet. 
And follow'd their leader, and beat a retreat ; 
When a sky -larking Imp took the President's seat. 
And, requesting that each would replenish his cup. 
Said, * Where we have dined, my boys, there let us 

sup!'— 
— It was three in the morning before they broke up ! ! ! 



I scarcely need say Sir Guy didn't delay 
To fulfil his vow made to St Cuthbert, or pay 
For the candles he'd promised, or make light as day 
The shrine he assured him he'd render so gay. 
In fact, when the votaries came there to praV, 
All said there was nought to compare with it — nay. 

For fear that the Aboey Might think he was shabby. 
Four Brethren thenceforward, two cleric, two lair, 
He ordain'd should take charge of a new-founded chantry. 
With six maicsa piece, and soma claims on the pantry ; 

In short the whole County 

Declared, through his bounty. 
The Abbey of Bdtcn exhibited fresh scenes 
From any display'd since Sir Wiltiam de Meschines, 
And Cecily Boumeli came to this nation 
With William the Norman, and laid its foundation. 

For the rest it is said. And I know I have read 
In some Chronicle — whose, has gone out of my head — 
That, what with these candles, and other expenses, 
Which no man would go to if quite in bis tenses. 

He reduced, and brought low His property so, 
That at last he'd not muui of it left to bestow ; 
And that, many years after that terrible feast, 
Sir Guy, in the Abbey, was living a Priest ; 
And there, in one thousand and — something, — deceased. 

(It's supposed by this trick He bamboozled Old Nick 
And slipp'd througn his fingers remarkably 'slick.*} 
While, as to young Curly- wi^, — ^Dear little Soul, [Koll, 
Would ^on know more of hxm, you must look at ' The 

Which records the dispute. And the subsequent suit. 
Commenced in * Thirteen sev'nty-five,'^ — ^which took root 
In Le Grosvenor's assuming the arpis Le Scroope swore 
That none but hit ancertors, ever before. 
In foray, joust, battle, or tournament wore, 
To wit, •On a Pru8$iatMue Fidd, a Bend Or;' 
While the GrosvenOr averr'd that hie ancestor bore 
The same, and Scroope lied like a — somebody tore 
Off the simile,^4o I can tell yon no more. 
Till some A double S shall the fragment restore. 

MOBAL. 

This Legend sound maxims exemplifies — e.Q. 

imo Should anything teaie yon. 
Annoy, or displease you, 
Bemember what Lilly says, ^Animum rege ! ' 
And as for that shocking bad habit of swearing,— 
In all good society voted past bearing, — 
Eschew it I and leave it to dustmen and mobs. 
Nor commit yourself much beyond ' Zooks ! ' or 
'Odsbobs!' 

2do. When ask'd out to dine by a Person of Quality, 
Mind, and observe the most strict punctuality ! 

For should you come late. And make dinner wait , 
And the victuals eet cold, roull incur, sure as fate, 
The Master's displeasure, the Mistress's hate. 
Andr— though both- may, perhaps, be too well bred 

to swear, 
They heartily teieh you— I w*dl not say ^VhtTc. 

}tiOn Look well to your Maid-servants ! — say you expect 

them 
To see to the children, and not to neglect them I 
And if you're a widower, just throw a cursory 
Glance m, at times, when yon go near the Nursery. 
— Perhaps it's as well to keepdiildren from |^ums, 
And from pears in the season, — and sucking their 

thumbs! 

4fo. To sum up the whole with a < Saw ' of much use. 
Bejuet and be ^eroiM,— don't be prof we / — 



TEE IXOOLDSBY LEOXNDS. 



Pay the debts that yon owe, — keep y<mi word to 
yoor friends, • 

But— DOK't set ¥0111 CAHDIM ILIOHT At MTB 

For of this be saenrtd. if you ' p) it Moo f«st, 

TouTl be ' dish'd ' like Sir 6ny, 

And likefiiin, perhaps, die 
A poor, old, h»l(-j(t«rTed Connlry Pttson at last 1 




or Ibe Ligfoi thai tullo' 



u litn iKfun bid 
it DoujU, ipent rtYei 



boail. ipent wtfrml jeui. In tbe etrllcr wit of hiJ llfr. up™ 

CmllHnt. 1 lULve nr> donbl but Ihtt during thin iwtiml be 

• rated Blola. nud thnr. In *U probiNlltr. pickrd up. In Ibe ver- 

THE LAY OF ST. ALOYS. 

A LEQEND OF BLOIS. 

3. HtloliH In b«c urbe fait f pUcoptu. qui. dtfanrtns. MpuHun 
Pit ■ IilcUbui. KmU •nlcm BeqiKnll. renlcnB qnidau pigini 
UpldEm, qui iumplu«iim l*«tb«t, niolTlt. nKtsmqiu cmV 
M corpnl Sftuctt ipoUuv, conatur. Jli Ills, Luertla conilrictui 
id K '"JoJ"™ TonlWr unpleiitar, « .isquf m»ns. popnl 

(totlubU.* •'• • faiti loct Kpolchrl .loliloi™ Jubel •tatiut 
ft IfluU WBUB k«ut«nUd CDodunnul -, md pou Ux&bKlur 
Stncto. Tom inlelli^n. loiunUWm dtfunell, Judti. ticti i 



S" 



itifnl m 



Be grieved atid he pitied 

For the ivoes of mankind, 
And of brutes in their degrw, — 

He woaia reseue the rat 

From the claws of the cat. 
And set the poor captive free ; 

Tbongh his cassock was swarming 

With aU sorts of Tennia, 
He'd not take the life of a flea !— 

Kinil, tender, forgiving, 

To all things Uving, 
From injnrj still he'd eQd<aTT>iir to tcreeo 'em 
Fish, flesh, or fowl, — no difference between 'ei 



The Bishop of Blois was a holy n 

A holy nmn was be I 
For Holy Church 
He'd seek and he'd search 

Aa a Bishop iti his degree. 
From foe and from friend 



Alodc ! Uiat a man so holy aa he. 
So frank and free in his deoree. 

And so good and so kind, should mortal be '. 

a it is — forlond and clear 
From St. Nicholas' tower, on the listeaing ear, 
With solemn swell The doep-looad bell 
Flings to the gale a funeral knell ; 

And hark !— at its sound. As a conning old hnand, 
When he opens, at once causes all tbe young whelps 
Of Ibe cry to pnt in their le^ dignified relps, 

so— the litUe bells all, No matter how BnuJl, 
the steeples both inside and outside the wall 
ffifh bell-metal throat Respond to the note, 
And join the lament that a prelate so pious is 
Forced thus to leave his disronsolste diocese. 

Or, as Blois' Lord May'r Is heard to declare, 
Sbonld lesTe this here world fur to go to that there.' 



And 8) 



, the portals opening wide. 



le livi 



glide; 



Forth from the doors The torrent ponrs, 
Acolytes, Monks, and Friais in seoree, 
This with his chasuble, that with his rosorr. 
This from his incense-pot turning his nose awry 

Holy Father, and tloly Mother, 



Holy Sister, and Holy Brother, 
Huly Son, and Holy Daughter. 
Holy Wafer, and Holv Wale 



hi8l>est. 
littcd to wear. 



d Sundays, — 



•rape 



d he'd n 



To augment her Ireasnrie. 
Nought would he give, anf little he'd leud, 
That Holy Church might have more lo speod.- 

' Count Stephen ' (of Blois) ' was a worthy Peer, 

Hit breechea cost him bnt a crown. 
He held them sixpence all too dear, 

And to he call'd the Tailor lawn t ' — 
Had it been the Bi^op inst^ of the Count, 
iVud he'd overcharged hitn to half the amount. 
He bad knockM that Tailor down !— 
Not for himself I — He despised the pelf [ 
He dress'd in sackcloth, he dined oQ deU ; 
And, when it was cold, in lieu of a larUml. 

- givid man would wrap himself up in his virtue. 



ETcry one drest Like a guest 
In the Binarlcst of clothes they're pi 
Serge, sackcloth, and shirts of the s 
As now we make use of to stuff an arm-chair, 
Or weave into gloves at three shillings a pair, 
And employ tor shampooing in cases rheumali 
Special epeciflc, I'm told, (or Sciatica. 
Through groined arch, and by cloiater'd stone. 
With mosses and iiy long o'ergniwn, 

Slowly the throng Come passing along. 
With many a chant and solemn song, 
Adapted for holidays, high-days, and 
Diiit irx, and De pni/undU, 
Jlfuerere, and Doinine dirige -nos, — 
Such as, I haoi, to a very slow tune are all 
Commonly chanted by Monks at ■ funeral, 

To secnre the delunct's repoee, 
And to give ■ broad hint to Old Nick, should the news 
Of a prelate's decease bring him there on a cruise. 
That he'd better be minding his P'a and his Q's, 
And not come too near, — since they can, if they choose. 
Make him shake in his hoofs — as he does not wear shoes. 

Still on tbey go, A goodly show, 
With footsteps sure, though certainly alow, 
Two by two m B very long row; 

With [e»(hers, and Mutes In mounting niits. 
Undertaker's men walking in hat- bands and iKxtts, — 
Then comes the Crosier, all jewels and gold, 
Borne by a lad about eighteen years old ; 
Next, on a block velvet cushion, the Mitre, 
Bora by a younger boy, 'cause it is lighter. 
Eight Franciscans, stnidy and strong, 
B^. in tbe midst, the good Bishop along ; 
Eigbt Franciscans, stoat and tall, 
Walk at the comers, and hold up tbe nail ; 
Eight more hold a canopy high over sll, [Saul. — 
With eight Trampeters tooting the Dead March in 
Behind, as Chief Mourner, the Lord Abliot goea, bis 
Monks coming after him, all with posies, 
And white pocket-handkendiiefs up at their noses. 
Which they blow whenever his Lordship blows his — 
And oh I tis a comely sight to see 
How Lords and Ladies, of high degree, 
Vail, OS they pass, upon bended knee, 
WbUe quite aa polite ate the Squires aiid the Knights, 
In their helmets, and haut>erks, and cost-iion tights. 
Ay, 'tis a comely sight to behold, 
As the company march 
Through the rounded arch 
C4 that cathedral old 1— 
Singers behind 'em, and singers befcre 'em, 
All of them ranging in due decomm. 
Around the inside of the Banctum Saitdorum. 
While brilliant and bright An unwonted light 
(1 forgot to premise this was all done at night) 
The links and the torches, and Sambeam ^ed 
On the sculptured forms of the Mighty Dead, 
That rest below, mostly buried in lead. 
And abore, recumbent in grim repose. 
With their mailed hose. 
And their dogs at their toes. 



And little boTS kneeling beneath them ir 
Their hands join'd in pray'r, a]l ip t"t 1, 






With inscriptions on briss, begging 

As they some of them seem to have lea so-so uves, 

To^Clit fOl lljt £Db)!n of themselves and their wives. — 



Not vernacular French, but a clasaical tongue. 
That is— Latin— I dont think they nirddleJ n 

Greek- 
In short, the whole thing prodoced — so lo speak — 
What in Blois tbey would call a Coup d'ci;i'2n<i-7rii>'v 



As then — in simplest reetment clad, 

He speaks, beneath the cbottJiyard tree. 
In solemn ton»«, — but yet not sad.^ — 

Of what Man is— what Man sfaalt be : 
And clustering round the grave, half hid 

By that same quiet churchyard yew. 
The ruxtie moumcts bead, to bid 
The duEt they loved a la?t adieu — 
— That ray, methinks, that rests so sfaeea 
Upon each briar- bound hillock green, 
So calm, so tranquil, so serene, 
Gives to tbe eye a fairer scene, — 
Speaks lo the heart with holiti breath 

But cAneiin it son goU — this is talking at random^ 
We all know ' D« guttiffiu non (fispufaiufom .' ' 
So canter back, Muse, to the scene ol yomr storr 

The Cathedral of Bloi* Where the Sainli-d A!, v. 
Is by this time, youll find, ' left alone in his gt..rv. ' 
'In the dead of the night,' though with Iabt,nri.i|iirf^, 
Some ' mortals ' disdain ' the calm blessings tf rivi : ' 
Your crakaman, for initnce.thinksnight-tiiiietlc i^? 
To break open a door, or the lid of a chest ; 
And the gipsy who clwc round your premises ^r^ wLs 
To ransa^ your heu-ruott, and }(cal all your (■ vis. 
Always sneaks out at night wilii Ike balsand Ihe < «L- 
— So do Witches and Warlocks, Ghosis, tit.bltiU' it.' 

Ghonli. 
To say nctliing at all of those IronblesoQio ' S« eflji ' 
Whocomefrom tbe playhouses, 'fash kens' and ■ helli'.' 
To pnll off people's uuckers, and ring people's belb. 
Well— 'tis now ibe hoar 111 things have power ' 
A 1 11 all who, in Blois, entertain honest vicH-s, 
Have kmg beao in bed, and enjoyiug asnoout,— 

Nought is wakJDg Save Iifiaehief v^ ' Kokini;,' *' 
And a few n'ho are sitting np brewing or baking. 
When an ill-loekiag Infidel, nUow of hae. 
Who stands m bis slippeie some six feet two 
(A rothai renuu-kalde height for a Jew), 
Creeps caatioasly ant of the churchwarden's pew. 
Into which, during service, he managed to slide himscU—; 
While all were intent on the anthem— «nd hide hiinKti| 

From his Inrking-ploce, With stealthy pace, 
Tbrongh the ' long-drawn aisle ' he b^ini to crswl. j 
As you see a cat walk on the top of tbe wall, [fi/ ^ 
When it's stuck full of glass, and ibe thinks stie ih i.\ 

— He proceeds to feel For his flint and his steel 
(An inrention on which we've improved a great deal 
Of late years — (be substitute best to rely on 
's what Jones of tbe Strand calls his Pyrogeneion''. . 

He strikes with degijteh I— hit Tinder ealchc*— 
Now,whereishis candle ? — and whoteorehisniatches'' — 

Tis done I — they are found I — 

He stands op and looks round 
By the light of a ' dip ' of sii^teen to the pound ! 
—What a it now that makes bis nerves to quiver ;— 
His hand to shake — end his limhs to shiver 'i' — 
Fear ?— Pooh I— it is onlv a touch of the liver- 
All is silent— all is still- 
It's ' gammoo ' — ' it's etuff 1 '—he may do what he " ill ' 
Corcfnlly now he approaches the shrine. 
In which, as I've mention'd before, about nio''. 
They hod placed in such state the lamented Divine ! 
But not to worship— No ! — No snch thing ;^ 
His aim is — TO ' PBio ' the Paftobal Rlvo ! : 

Fancy his (right. When, with all bis mi^M [qnil . 
Having forced up the lid, which they'd nut (uatca ■ 
Of tbe marble saRophague — ■ All in white ' 
The dead Bishi^ start^ up, bolt upright 
On bis hinder end, — and grasp'd him so tight. 

That the clutch of alile. Or a bull-dog's bite 
When he's moat provoked and in bitterest spite. 

mvHcrituii Impurl In Ibe ancient Ungooee ol Upixr l^i, 
■nd rmiiU)' InHribed on llie iKird lUudard of Mcbi-uii t 
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lajr well be conceived in comparison slight, 

Lnd having thus * tackled* him — ^blewout his light I ! 

Oh dear ! Oh dear I The fright and the fear !— 

Nu one to hear 1 — nobodj near I 
a the dead of the night ! — at a bad time of year ! — 
L defunct Bishop squatting upright on his bier, 
knd shouting so loud, that the drum of his ear 
[e thought would have split as these awful words met it — 

Ah ! HA I MY GOOD FRIEND ; DON'T YOU WISH YOU MAY 
GET IT ? * — 

Oh dear ! Oh dear 1 'IW4 a night of fear ! 
-I should just like to know, if the boldest man here, 
n his situation would not have felt queer? 

The wretched man bawls, And he jeHs and he 

squalls, [walls, 

(ut there's nothing responds to his shrieks save the 

Lod the desk, and the pulpit, the pews, and the stalls. 

Held firmlj at bay, Kick and plunge as he may, 
lis struggles are fruitless — ^be can't get away, 
[e really can't tell what to do or to say, 
Lud being a Pagan, don't know how to pray ; 
'ill through the east window, a few streaks of grey . 
Lunounce the approach of the dawn of the day ! 

Oh, a welcome sight Is the rosy light 
Vliich lovelily heralds a morning brigh^ 
ibovc all to a wretch kept in durance aU night 
(y a horrid dead gentleman holding him tight, — 
K all sorts of gins that a trespasser can trap, 
''he most disagreeable kind of a man trap I 
— * Oh ! welcome that bell's Matin chime, which tells 
i'o one caught in this worst of all possible snares, 
liid the hour is arriyed to begin Morning Prayers, 
ind the Monks and the Frian are coming down-stairs I — 

Conceive the surprise Of the Choir — hoW their eyerf 
Ire distended to twice their original size — 
low some begin bless, — some anathematize, — 
lud all look on the thief as old Nick in disgnise. 
Miile the mystified Abbot cries, * Well ! — 1 declare ! — 
-This is really a very mysterious affair ! 
)id the bandy-legg'd Sexton go run for the May r ! * 

The MayV and his suite Are soon on iheix feet, — 
His worship kept house in the yery same street, — ) 

At once he awakes, ^ His compliments ' makes, 
Hell be up at the church in a couple of shakes !' 
tieanwhile the whole convent is pulling and hauling, 

And bawling and squalline, And terribly mauling, 
fhe thief whose endeayour to follow his calling 
iad thus brought him into a grasp so enthralling. — 

Now high, now low, They orag * to and fro,* — 
)?ow this way, now that way they twist him — but — ^No I 
rhe glazed eye of St Aloys distinctly says, ' Poh ! 
fou may pull as yon please, I shall not let him go ! ' 
^ay, more ; — ^when his Worship at length came to say 
le was perfectly ready to take him away, 
Vnd fat him to grace the next Auto-da-Ut 

Still closer he prest The poor wretch to his breast, 

Vhile a yoice — though his jaws still together were 

jamin'd — fslamm'd — 

Vas heard from his chest, * If you do, 111 * here 

rhe great door of the cfaurchf — with so awful a sound 
That the close of the good Bishop's sentence was drown'd I 

)ui spake Frhfi Jfehan, A pitiful man, 
Oh I a pitiful man was he I 
And he wept and he pined For the sins of mankind, 
As a Fnar in his degree. 
' Remember, good eentlefolks,* so he began, 
' Dear Aloys was uways a pitiful man I — 

That voice from his chest Has clearly exprest 
Be has pardon'd the culprit — and as for the rest, 
Bef ure you shall bum hun — ^hell see you all blest ! * 

The Monks, and the Abbot, the Sexton, and Clerk 
Were exceedingly struck with the Friar's remark, 
And the Judge, who himself was by no means a shark 
Of a Laii^Ter, and who did not do to ink in the dark, 
But still lean'd (haying once been himself a gay spark) 
To the merciful side, — ^like the late Allan Park, — 

Agreed that, indeed, The best way to succeed. 
And by which this poor caitiff akme could be freed. 
Would be to absolye him, and grant a free pardon, 
On a certain condition, and that not a hard one, 
V:z.^< That be, the said Infidel, straightway should ope 
His mind to conviction, and worship the Pope, 
And '' every man Jack " in an amice or cope ; 

And that, to do so. He should forthwith go 
To Home, and salute there his Holiness' toe ; — 

And never again Read Voltaire or Tom Paine, 
Or Percy Bysshe Shelley or Lord Byron's Cain ;— 
His pilgrimage o'er, take St Francis's habit \ — 
If anything lay about never to ** nab ** it ; 
Or. at worst, it he thould light on articles gone astray, 
^0 he sure and deposit them safe in the MonastVy ! ' ' 



The oath he took — As he kiss'd the book, 
Naye, transept, and aisle with a thunder-clap shook I 
The Bishop sank down with a sanctified loox. 

And the Thief, released By the saint deceased 
Fell into the arms of a neighbouring Priest 1 

It skills not now To tell you how 
The transmogrified Pagan perfonn'd his vow ; 

How he quitted his home, Trayell'd to Rome, 
And went to St Peter's and look'd at the Dome, 
And obtain'd from the Pope an assurance of bliss. 
And kiss'd — ^whatever he gave him to kiss — 
Toe, relic, cmbroideir, nought came amiss ; 

And how Pope Urban Had the man's turban 
Hung up in the Sistine chapel, by way 
Of a relic — and how it hangs there to this day. — 

Suffice it to tell, Which will do quite as well, 
That the whole of the Convent the miracle saw, 
And the Abbot's report was sufficient to draw 
Ev'iy hon CkUholique in la belle Fratuie to Blois, 
Among others, the Monarch himself, Fran9ois, 
The A^hbishop of Bheims, and his * Pious Jackdaw,' * 
And there was not a man in Church, Chapel, or Meet- 
ing-house, 
Still less in Cabaret, Hotel, or Eating-house, 

But made an oration, And said, ' In the nation 
U eyer a man deserved .canonization. 
It was the kind, pitiful, pious Aloys.' — fbe I ' — 

So the Pope sars — says he, < Then a mint he shall 
So he made him a &unt, and remitted the fee. 

What became of the Pagan I really can't say ; [fold. 
But I think I've been told, When he'denter'd their 
And was now a Franciscan some twenty days old, 
He got up one fine morning before breax of day, 
Put the Pyx in his pocket-^-and then ran away. 

Moral. 

I think we may coax out a moral or two 
From the facts which haye lately come under our yiew. 
First — Dont meddle with Saints 1 for yonll find if yon do 
They're what Scotch people call * kittle cattle to shoe I ' 
And when once they have managed to take yon in tow. 
It's a deuced hard matter to make them let go I 

Now to you, wicked Pagans ! — ^who wander about. 
Up and down Begent Street eyery night, * on the scout,' — 
Recollect the Pdice keep a sharpish look-out, fstick to 
And if once you're suspected, your skirts they will 
Till they catch you at last in flagrante delicto! — 

Don't the inference draw 'Aai because he of Blois 
Suffer'd one to bilk * Old father Antic the Law,' [full- 
That our May'rs and our Aldermen — and we've a City 
Show thomseives, at our Guildhall, quite so pitiful I 

Lastly, as to the Pagan who play'd such a trick, 
First assuming the tonsure, then cutting his stick, 
There is but one thing which occurs to me — ^that 
Is, — ^Don*t give too much credit to people who * rat ! ' 

— Never forget Early habit's a net 
Which entangles us all, more or less, in its mesh ; 
And * What's bred in the bone won't come out of the 
flesh r 

We must all be aware Nature's prone to rebel, as 
Old Juyenal tells us, Naturam expellae [Her rat I 

Tamen usque recurret! There's no use making 
So that aU that I have on this head to advance 
Is, — whatever they think of these matters in France, 
There's a proverb, the truth of which each one allows 
here, 

* You NZyEB CAX WLKE A SILK FUBSE Or A SOW'S EAB !' 



In the succeeding Legend we oome nearer bomc^-Father 
Ingoldsby is particular In describing iu locality, situate some 
eight miles from the Hall— less, if you take the bridle-road bjr 
the Churchyard, and so along the valley by Mr Fcctor's Abbey.— 
In the eniuneratloB of the vartoos attempts to appropriate the 
treasure (drawn from a later source, is omitted one, said to have 
been underUken by the worthy ecclesiastic himself; who, as 
Mrs Botherby insinnates, is reported to have started for Dover, 
one fine morning, duly famished with all the means and ap- 
pliances of Exorcism. I cannot learn, however, that ihe liunlly 
was ever enriched by bis expedition. 



THE LAY OF 
THE OLD WOMAN CLOTHED IN GREY. 

A LEGEND OF DOVER. 

ONCE there liyed, as I've heard people say, 
An * Old Woman duthed in grey,' 
So f urrow'd with care, So haggard her air, 
In her eye such a wild supernatural Stare, 

That all who espied her. Immediately shied her, 
And stroye to get out of her way. 

• rule p. 9. 



Thift fearsome Old Woman was taken ill ; - 
— She sent for the Doctor — he sent her a pill, 
And hy way of a trial, A two-shilling phial, 
Of green-looking fluid, like laya diluted, 
To which I've profess'd an abhorrence most rooted, f 
One of those draughts they so commonly send us, 
Labell'd, ' JIauetue eaikarticue, mane Bumendue ;' — 

She made a wry-face, And without saying Grace, 
Toss'd it off like a dram — ^it improved not her case. 

— The Leech came again ; He now opened a vein. 
Still the little Old Woman continued in pain. 
So her < Medical Man,' although loth to distress her, 
Conceived it bieh time that her Father Confessor 
Should be sent lor to shrive, and assoilzie, and bless her, 
That she might not dip out of these troublesome scenes 
^ Unaneal'd and Unhousel'd,' — ^whatever that means. 

Growing afraid, He calls to his aid 
A bandy -legg'd neighbour, ji < Ta4lor by trade,' 

Tells hun his fears. Bids him lay by his shears, 
His thimble, his goose, and his needle, and hie 
With all possible speed to the Convent hard by, 

Beouests him to say That he begs they'll all pray, 
Viz. : Tne whole pious brotherhood, Cleric and Lay, 
For the soul of an Old Wooian clothed in grey. 
Who was just at that time in a very bad way, 
And he really believed could not last out the day : — 

And to state his desire That some erudite Friar, 
Would run over at once, and examine, and try her ; 

For he thought he would find 

There was ' something behind,* 
A something that weigh'd on the Old Woman's mind, — 
Mn fact, he was sure, from what fell from her tongue. 
That this little Old Woman had done something wrong.* 
Then he wound up the whole with this hint to the man, 

* Mind and pick out as holy a friar as you can I ' 

Now I'd have you to know That this story of woe 
Which I'm telling you, happened a long time ago ; 
I can't say exactly how long, nor, I own, 
What particular monarch was then on the throne, 
But 'twas here in Old England : and all that one knows 
It must haye preceded the Wars of the Roses. [is. 

Inasmuch as the crimes described in these rhymes. 
Were as fruitful 4n virtues as ours are in crimes ; 

And if 'mongst the Laity Unseemly gaiety 
Sometimes betrayed an occasional taint or two. 

At once all the Clerics Went into hysterics. 
While scarcely a conyent but boasted its Saint or two ; 
So it must have been long ere the line of the Tudors, 

As since then the breed Of Saints rarely indeed 
With their dignified presence have darkened our pew 

doors. 
— ^Hence the late Mr Fronde and the live Dr Pusey 
We modems consider as each'worth a Jew's eye ; fman 
Though Wiseman and DullmanJ combine against New- 
With Doctors and Proctors and say he's no true man. 
— But this by the way. — The Convent I speak about 
Had Saints in scores — ^they said Mass week and week 

about ; 
And the two now on duty were each for their piety, 

* Second to none ' in that holy society, 

And well might haye borne 

Those words which are worn 
By our ^Nuilli Seeundus Clvh — ^poor dear lost muttons, — 
Of Guardsmen— on Club days, inscribed on their 

They would read, write, and speak, [buttODS.- 

Latin, Hebrew, and Greek, 
A radish-bunch munch for lunch or a leek 

Though scoffers and boobies Ascribe certain mbies, 
That gamish'd the nose of the good Father Hilary 
To the overmuch use of Canary and Sillery, 
— Some said spirituous compounds of viler distillery — 

Ah I little reeked they That with Frian, who say 
Fifty Paleri a night and a hundred a day, 
A yery dight sustenance goes a great way — 
Thui^the consequence was that his coUe^ue Basilius, 
Won golden opinions, by looking more bilious. 
From all who conceived strict monastical duty 
By no means conducive to personal beauty ; 
And being more meagre, aod thinner, and paler, 
He was snapt up at once by the bandy-legg d Tailor. 

The latter's concern For a speedy return 
Scarce left the Monk time to put on stouter sandals, 
Or go round to his shrines and snuff all his Saint's 

candles; 
Still less had he leisure to change the hair-shirt ho 
Had worn the last twenty years — ^probably thirty, — 
Which not being wash'd all that time had grown dirty. 

— ^It seems there's a sin in The wearing cleanlinen, 
Which Frian must eschew at the very beginning 

fvide^^gtio. 

X The worthy Jesuits* polemical pabllaher.— I am not quite 
sure AS to tiie orthography, it's idem tonant, at all events. 
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— So said and so done-^ehe was off like a shot, 
And kept on the whole way at a pretty smart trot. 

When she drew so near That the Saint could see 
In a moment he frowned, and began to look queer, [her, 
And scarce would allow her to make her case clear, 
Krc he pursed up his mouth *twixt a sneer and a jeer, 
\Vith * lt*s all Terj well, — ^but you do not lodge here !' 
Then, calling her everything but * My dear,* 
He applied his great toe wi2i some force ail derriere 
And dismissed her at once with a flea in her ear. 

* Alas 1 poor Ghost I* It*s a doubt which is most 
To be pitied — one doomed to fry, broil, boil, and roast, — 
Or one bandied about thus from pillar to post, — 
To be all * abroad * — to be * stump d* — not to know where 

To go — so disgraced As not to be * placed ' — 
Or, as Crocky w<mld say to Jem Bland, * To be No- 

HoweTerthatbe, The affaire was fin fe^ [where/ — 
And the poor wretch rejected by all, as yon see I 

Mr. Oliver Goldsmith obeerves— not the Jew- 
That the ' Hare whom the hounds and the huntsmen 
Having no other sort of asylum in view, [pursue,' 

' Returns beck again to the place whence she flew,* 
A fact which experience has proved to be true. — 

Mr Gray, — in opinion with whom Johnson clashes,— 
Declares that our * wonted fires live in our ashes.* — 
These motives combined, perhaps, brought back the hag, 
The first to her mansion^ the last to her bag. 
When only conceive her dismay and surprise, 
As a Ghost how she open*d her cold stony eyes. 
When there,— on the spot whereshe'd hid her 'supplies,* — 
Iq an underground cellar of very small size, [survey 'd 
Working hard with a spade. All at once she 
That confounded old bandy-legg*d * Tailor by trade.* 

Fancy the tone Of the half moan, half groan. 
Which burst from the breast of the Ghost of the crone ! 
As she stood there,— a figure *twixt moonshine and 

>tone. 
Only fancy the glare in her eyeballs that shone I 
Although, as Macbeth says, * they'd no speculation/ 
While &he uttcr*d that word Which American 
Bird, 
Or James Fenimore Cooper, would render ' Tarnation ! ! ' 

At the noise which she made Down went the 
spade !— 
And up jumD'd the bandy-legg'd * Tailor by trade,' 
( Who had snrewdly conjectured, from something that 

fell, her 
Deposit was somewhere conceai'd in the cellar ;) 

Turning round at a sound So extremely profound, 
The moment her shadowy form met his view 
He gave vent to a sort of a lengthen*d * Bo-o — ho-o ! * — 
With a countenance Keeley luone could put on. 
Made one grasshopper spring to the door — and was gone! 

Erupit 1 Eratit / As at Rome they would phrase 
it— 
/lis flight was so swift, the eve scarcely could trace it — 
rhouRh elderly, bandy-leggd, meagre, and sickly, 
I doubt if the Ghost could have vanished more quickly ; 
Ho reach *d his own shop, and then fell into fits. 
And it's said never rightly recovered his wtts, [sits I 
While the chuckling old Hag takes his phice and there 

III venture to say, She*d sat there to this day, 
BnKKling over what Cobbctt calls * vile yellow clay,* 
Like a vulture, or other obscene bird of prey, 
er the nest fuU of eggs she has managed to lay, 
If. as legends relate, and I think we may trust W, her 
Stars had not brought her another guess customer — 

'Twas Basil himself ! — Come to look for her pelf : 
But not, like the Tailor, to di^, delve, and grovel. 
And gnib in the cellar with pickaxe and shovel : 

Full well he knew Sucn tools would not do, — 
Far other the weapons he brought into play. 
Viz. a Wax-taper * hallowed on Candlemas-day,* 

To light to her ducats, — Holv water two buckets. 
Made with salt — ^half a peck to four gallons — ^which 

brews a 
Strong triple X ' strike,*— ^see Jacobus de Chusa). 

With these, too, he took His bell and his book — 
Not a nerve ever trembled, — his hand never shook 
A& he boldly march*d up where she sat in her nook, 
(rlow'ring round with that wild indescribable look, 
Which iSoms may have read of, perchance, in * Nell 
AH, in * Martha the Gipsy,' by Theodore Hook. [Cook,** 

And now, fbr the reason I gave yon before, 

( >f what pass'd then and there I can tell you no more, 

As no Tailor was near with his ear at the door: [gold , 

But I've always been told. With respect to the 
F*tr which she her * jewel eternal * had sold, [man, 

That the old Harridan, Who, no doubt, knew her 
Made some compromise— hit upon some sort of plan, 

• Sc« page 12. 



By which Friar and Ghost were both equally pinn*d — 
Heaven only knows how the * Agreement * got wind ; 

But its purpose was this, That the thing done 
amiss 
By the Hag should not hinder her ultimate bliss ; 

Provided — ' Jmprtmis, The cash from this time is 
The Church's— impounded for ^ood pious uses — 
— Father B. shall dispose of it just as he chooses. 

And act as trustee — In the mean time that She, 
The said Ghostess,— or Ghost, — as the matter may be, — 
From ** impediment,** '* hindrance,** and ** let " wall be 
To sleep in her grave, or to wander, as he [free. 

The said Friar, with said Ghost, may hereafter agree — 

Moreover — The whole Of the said cash, or ** cole,'* 
Shall be spent for the good of said Old Woman's soul I 

* It is further agreed — ^while said cash is so spending. 
Said Ghost shaU be folly absolved from attending. 

And ^all ouiet remain In the grave her domain. 
To have and enjoy, and uphold, and maintain, 
Without molestation, or trouble^ or pain. 
Hindrance, let, or impediment (over again) 
From Old Nick, or from any one else of his train. 
Whether Pow'r — ^Domination, — or Princedom, — or 

Throne, 
Or by what name soever the same may be known, 
Howsoe'er call'd by Poets, or styled by Divines, — 

Himself, — ^his executors, heirs, and assigns. 

• 

* Provided that, — ^nevertheless, — ^notwithstanding 
All herein contain'd, — ^if whoever*s a hand in 
Dispensing said cash, — orsaid "cole,** — shall dare venture 
To misapply money, note, bill, or debenture 

To uses not named in this present Indenture, 
Then that such sum, or sums, shall revert and come 
home again [againi 

Back to said Ghost, — ^who thenceforward shall roam 
Until such time, or times, as the said Ghost produces 
Some good man and true, who no longer refuses 
To put sum, or sums, aforesaid, to said uses ; 
Which duly perform'd, the said Ghost shall have rest. 
The full term of her natural death, of the best. 
In full consideration of this, her bequest, 
In manner and form aforesaid, — as exprest : — 
In witness whereof, we, the parties aforesaid. 
Hereunto set our hands and our seals — and no more said. 
Being all that these presents intend to express. 
Whereas — ^notwithstanding — and nevertheless. 

' Sign'd, seal'd, and deliver'd, this 20th of May, 
Anno Domini, blank (though Fve mentioned the day), 
(Signed) 

Basil. 

Old Woman (kte) clothed in gret.' 

Basil now, I am told, Walking off with the gold, 
Went and straight got the documeut duly enroll'd, 
And left the testatrix to mildew and mould 
In her sepulchre, cosy, cool, — not to say cold. 
But somenow — ^though how I can hardly dirine,— 

A runlet of fine Bich Malvoisie wine 
Found its way to the convent that night before nine, 
With custards, and * flawns,' and a ' fayre florentine,* 
Peach, apricot, nectarine, melon, and pine ; — 
And some half a score Nuus of the rule Bridgetine, 
Abbess and all were invited to dine 
At a very hite hour, — ^that is after Compline. — 
— Father Hilary's rubies began soon to shine 
With fresh lustre, as though newly dug from the mine ; 

Through all the next year, Indeed, 'twould appear 
That the (x>nvent was much better off, as to cheer ; 
Even Basil himself, as I very much fear. 
No longer addicted himself to small beer ; [rear 

His complexion grew clear. While in front and in 
He enlarged so, his sm^pe seem'd approaching a sphere. 

No wonder at all, then, one cold winter's night, 
That a servant girl going down-stairs with a light 
To the cellar we've spoken of, saw, with affright. 
An Old Woman, astnde on a barrel, invite 
Her to take, in a manner extremely polite. 
With her left hand, a bag, she had got in her right ; 
For tradition asserts that the Old WcHuan's purse 
Had come back to her scarcely one penny (he xcortel 

The girl, as they say. Ban screaming away. 
Quite scared by the Old Woman clothed in grey ; 
But there came down a Knight, at no distant a day. 

Sprightly and gav As the bird on the spray. 
One Sir Kufus Mountfardington, Lord of Foot's-cniy, 
Whose estate, not unlike those of most our * Swell ' beaux. 
Was, what's, by a metaphor, term*d * out at elbows ; ' 
And the fact was, said Knight was now merely delay'd 
From crossing the water to join ihe Crusade 
For converting the Pagans with bill, bow, and blade, 
By the want of a little pecuniary aid 



To buy arms and horses, the tools of fais trade, 
And enable his troop to appear on .parade ; 

The unquiet Shade Thought Sir Bufus, 'tis said, 
Just the man for her money, — £e readily paid 
For the articles named, and with pleasure convey'd 
To his hands every farthing she ever YalA made ; 

But alas ! I'm afraid Most unwisely she laid 
Out her cash — the Beaux yeux of a Saracen maid 
(Truth compels me to b^j a most pestilent jade) 
Converted the gallant converter — ^betray'd 
Him to do everything which a Knight could degrade, 
— ^E'en to worship Mahound 1-^he reqnii^ — Ha 

obey'd, — 
The consequence was, all the money was Wasted 
On Infidel pleasures he should not nave tasted ; 
So that, after a veir short respite, the Hag 
Was seen down in her cellar again with her bag 

Don*t fancy, dear Reader, I mean to go on 
Seriatim through so many ages bygone, 

And to bore you with names 

Of the Squires and the Dames, 
Who have managed, at times, to get hold of the sack, 
But spent the cash so that it alwa;^ came back ; 

The list is too long To be given in my song, — 
There are reasons beside, would perhaps make it wrong ; 
I shall merely observe, in those orthodox days, 
When MaiT set Smithfield all o'er in a blaze. 

And snow'd herself very se- -vere against heresy. 
While many a wretch scom'd toflinch,or to scream, as lie 
Burnt for denying the Papal supremacy, 

Bishop J^nnor the bag got. 

And all thonght the Hag got 
Released, as he spent all in fuel and faggot. — 

But somehow — though how I can't teU you, I vow — 
I suppose by mismanagement^— ere the next reign 
The Spectre had got all her mcney again. 

The hist time, Pm told, That the Old Woman's gold 
Was obtain'd, — as before, — ^for the asking, — ^"twas had 
By a Mr — Something — ^from Ballinafad ; 
Ajid the whole of it, so 'tis reported, was sent 
To John Wright's, in account for the Catholic Rent, 
And thus, like a neat deal more money — it * went 1 ' 

So *tis said at Maynooth, But I cant think it's truth, 
Though! know it was boldly asserted last season. 
Still' I can not believe it ; and that for this reason, 
It's certain, the cash /um got hack to ita owner I ' 
— Now no part of the Rent to do ao e'er was known, — or 
In any shape, ever come home to the donor. 

Gentle Reader ! — ^yon must know the proverb, I 

think— 
* To a blind horse a Nod is as good as a Wink ! * 

Which some learned Chap, In a square College cap. 
Perhaps would translate by tne words * Verhum Sap 1 ' 

— ^Now should it so chance That youVe going to 
France 
In the course of next Spring, as yon probably may. 

Do pull up and stay, xray. If but for a day. 
At Dover, through which you must pass on your way. 
At the York,— <«• the Ship, — ^where, as people say, ' 
You'll get good wine yourself, and your horses goo^ hay, 
Perhaps, my good friend, you may find it will pay^ 
And you cannot lose much by so short a delay. 

FiBST Dons!— you can do That on joint oi 
ragodt — 
Then say to the waiter, — *I'm jiist passing through, — 
Pray, where can I find out the old Maiaon DieuV — 
Hell show you the street— (the French call it a RiiCj 
But you won't have to give here a petit icu). 

Well, — ^when yonVe got there, — never mind how you're 

taunted, — 
Ask boldly, * Pray which is the house here that's 
— I'd tell you myself, but I cant recollect [haunted? 
The proprietor's name, but he's one of that sect 
Who call themselves * Friends,' and whom others call 

'Quakers,'- 
Youll be sure to fiud out if you ask at the Baker's, — 

Then go down with a light. To the cellar at night ! 
And as soon as you see her don't be in a fright ! 

But ask the old Hag, At once, for the bag ! — 
If you find that she's shy, or your senses would dazzle, 
Say, * Ma'am, I insist ! — in the name of St. Bftsil ! * 

If she gives it you, seize It, and— do as yon please — 
But there is not a person Fve ask*d but agrees, [esse \ 
You should spend — ^part at least — for the Old Woman'b 
— For the rest — if it mmt go back some day — why — ^let 

itl— 
Meanwhile, if you're poor, or in love, or in debt, it 
May do you some good, and — I wish you »iAy get, 

it!!! 
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One vabn Ijn^nd, and then, ^ntle Header, * A. morry CbrUtmas 
to yon and a bapfy New Year I *— W« have travelled over many 
lands tocethcT, and bad manj a good-bomoured Ungh hy the 
waj; — ^Ix we have, obcaaionally, be«!n ' mi^re merry than wl&e,* at 
least we have not Jostled our neighbours on the road,— much less 
have we kkked anyone Into a ditch. 

. -So wtsblnf yon heartily all the eompUments of Ihe season,— 
and thanking yea oonilally for your good company, I, Thomas 
Ibgoldaby, bid you heartily farewell, and leave you in that of 

SAINT MEDARD. 

A LEGEND OF AFRIC. 

HeoB td t inquit Dfaboloa. hel mihl I fcssts iosuptt- hamerla re- 
ponenda est sarclna ; for opem. qumso I * 

' Le Diable a des vices ;— c'e^t li ce qui le perd.— II e«t gour- 
mand. H eut dans cette mtnute-U I'ldee de Jolndre l'£me de 
Medaxd anx'suties imes quMl aUait eniporter.— Se rejHrr en 
arriire, salair do sa main droits son noignaid, ei en percer I'outre 
avec nne violence, et un raptdiUS lomiidable,— c'eet oe que fit 
Medard. Ije IMable poussa nn grand crl. I^es £mes delUTei 
^ s'enfulrent nar riasne qne le polgnard venalt de leur ouvrir, UU- 
rant dans 1 outre leurs nolroeurs, leurs crimes, et leurs media n* 

IN good King Dagol>eTt*s palmy aajs, 
When Saints were many, and sins were few, 
Old Nick, 'tis said, Was sore bested 
One erening, — and conld not tell what to do. — 

He had been East, and he had been West, 
And far had he joumej'd o*er land and sea ; 

For women and men Were warier then, 
And he could not catch one where he'd now catch 
three. 

He had been North, and he had been South, 
From Zembla*s shores unto far Peru, [back — 

Ere he fiU'd the sack Which he bore on hi& 
Saints were so many, and sins so few 1 

The WEjT was long, and the day was hot ; 
His wings were weary ; his hoofs were sore ; 

And scarce could he trail His nerveless tail, 
As it furrowed the sand on the Bed Sea shore I 

The day had been hot, and the way was long ; 
— Hoof -sore, and weaxy, and faint, was he ; 

He lowered his sacki And the hetU of hU back. 
At he lean*d on a palm trunks hiasUd the tree I 

He sat himself down in the palm-tree^s shade, 
And he gazed, and he grinn*d in pure delight, 

As he peep*d inside The bunalo's hide 
He had sewn for a sack, and had crammed so tight. 

For, though he^d ' gone over a good deal of rround,* 
And game had been scarce, he might weU report 

That still he had got A decentish lot, 
And had had, on the whole, not a bad day's sport. 

He had pick'd up in France a Maitre de danse, — 
A Mailresse en Hire, — ^two smart GrUettee, 

A Courtier at play, — And an English Roui — 
Who had bolted from home without paying his 
debts. — 

^He had caught in Great Britain a Scrivener^s clerk, 
A Quaker, — a Baker, — a Doctor of Laws, — 

And a jockey of York — But Paddy from Cork 
' Deeaved the ould divil,* and slipp'd through his claws ! 

In Moscow a Boyar knouting his wife 
— A Corsair's crew, in the Isles of Greece— 

And, under the dome Of St Peter's, at Bome, 
He had snapp'd up a nice little Cardinal's Niece. — 

He had bagg'd an Inquisitor fresh from Spain — 
A mendicant Friar— of Monks a score, 

A grave Don, or two. And a Portuguese Jew, 
Whom oe nabVd while clipping a new Moidore. 

And he said to himself, as he lick*d his lips, 
* Those nice little dears ! — what a ddicate roast I — 

— Tlien, that fine fat Friar, At a very quick fire, 
Dressed like a Woodcock, and served on toast V 

' — At the sight of tit-bits so toothsome and choice 
Never did mouth water more than Nick's ; 

But,-Hila8 1 and alack I — He had stuiT'd his sack 
So full that he found hinuelf quite * in a fix : ' 

For, all he could do, or all he could say, 
When a little recruited, he rose to go, 

Alas I and alack I— He could not get the sack 
Up again on his shoulders ' whether or no I ' 

Old Nick look'd East, Old Nick look'd West, 
With many a stretch, and with many a strain, 

He bMit till his back Was ready to crack. 
And he pnll'd and he tugg'd, — ^but he tugg'd in vain. 

Old Nick look*d North, Old Nick look'd South ; 
— ^Weary was Nicholas, weak and faint, — 

And he was aware Of an old man there, 
In Palmer's weeds, who look'd much like a Saint 



Nick eyed the Saint, — ^then he eyed the Sack— 
The greed V old glutton ; — and thought with a grin, 

Dear heart alive ! If I could but contrive 
To pop that elderly gentleman in !^- 

* For were I to chooee among all the ragouie 
The cuieitie can exhibit — fiesh, fowl, or fish,— 

To myself I can paint That a barbecued Saint 
Would be for my palate the best side-dish ! ' 

Now St. Medard dwelt on the banks of the Nile, 
— ^In a Pyramis fast by the lone Bed Sea. mis ? — 
(We call it *Semiramis,' Why not say Pyra- 
Why should we change the S into a D ?) 

St. Medard, he was a holy man, 
A holy man I ween was he. 

And even by day, When he went up to pray, 
He would light up a candle, that all might sec ! 

He ealaamd to the East,— He salaam'd to the West ; 
— Of the gravest cut, and the holiest brown [beads 
Were his Palmer's weeds, — And he fingcr'd his 

With the right side up, and the wrong side down. — 

• * * • 

(Hiaius in MSS. valde d'flemlui.) 

St. Medard dwelt on the banks of the Nile ; — 
He had been living there ye?.r8 fourscore, — [pfayV, 

And now, ' toking the air,' And saying a 
He was walking at eve on the Bed Sea shore. 

Little he deem'd — ^that holy man 1 — 
Of Old Nick's wiles, and his fraudful tricks, — 
When he was aware Of a stranger there, 
Who seem'd to have got himself into a fix. 

Deeply that stranger groan'd and sigh'd, 
Tnat wayfaring Stranger, grisly and grey : — 

* I can't raise my sack On my poor old back ! — 
Oh, lend me a lift, lund Gentleman, pray ! — 

* For I have been East, and I have been West, 

Foot-sore, weary, and faint am I, 

And, unless I get home Ere the Curfew bome, 
Here in this desert 1 well may die I ' 

'•Now Heav'n thee save !' — Nick winced at the words, 
As ever he winces at words divine — [have, — 

*Now Heav'n thee save! — What strength I 
It's little, I wis, — ^shall be freely thine I 

* For foul befall that Christian man 

Who shall fail, in a fix, — woe worth ths while I — 

His hand to lend To foe or to friend, 
Or to help a lame dog over a rtile I ' 

— St. Medard hath boou'd himself for the ta&k : 

To hoist up the sack he doth well begin ; 
I But the fardel feels Like a bag full of eels, 

For the folks are all curling, and kicking within. — 

St. Medard paused — ^he began to * smoke ' — 
For a Saint, — if he isn't exactly a cat, — 

Has a very good nose. As this world goes, 
And not worse than his neighbour's for *• smelling a 
rat,' 

The Saint look'd up, and the Saint look'd down ; 
He ' smelt the rat,' and he * emoked ' the trick : 
— ^When he came to view His comical shoe. 
He saw in a moment his friend was Nick I 

He whipp'd out his oyster-knife, broad and keen — 
A Brmmnagem blade which he always bore. 
To aid him to eat, By way of a treat. 
The * natives ' he found on the Bed Sea shore ; — 

He whipp'd out his Brummagem blade so keen, 
And ne made three slits in the Buffalo's hide, 

And all its contents. 

Through the rents, and the vents, 
Came tumming out, — and away they all hied I 

Away went the Quaker — away went the Baker, 
Awaywent the Friar — ^that fine fat Ghost, [pick, 

Whose marrow Old Nick Had intended to 
Dress'd like a Woodcock, and served on toast I 

— Away went the nice little Cardinal's Niocic, — 

And' the pretty Grifeties, — ^and the Dons from 

Spain — [Jew, — 

And the Corsair's crew. And the coin-clipping 

And they scamper'd, like lamplighters, over the 

plain. — 

— Old Nick is a black-looking fellow at best, 
Ay, e'en when he's pleased ; but never before 

Had he look'd so black As on seemg his sack 
Thus cut into slits on the Bed Sea shore. 

Tou may fancy his rage, and his deep despair, 
When he saw hims^ thus befool'd by one 

Whom, in anger wild, He profanely st)'led, 
* A stupid, old, snim-colour'd son of a gun ! ' 



nice I — that had cost him .vu^-L 



Then his supper 

pains — 
— ^Such a hard day's work — now * all on the g 

— ^T?was beyond a joke, And enough to pruv...l:e 
The mildest and best-temperM Fiend below * 



r«» 
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Nick snatch'd up one of those great, big stones 
Found in such nmnbers on Sgypt'a pUins, [pa^- 
And he hurl'd it straight At the Saint's \^ 
To knock out ' the gruel he call'd his bruins.' 

Straight at his pate he hurlM the weight. 
The crushing weight of that great, big stone 
Bat St. Medard Was remarkably hard, 
And solid about the parietal bone. 

And, though the whole weight of that great, big j^r r . 
Came straight on his pate, with a great, big tbiucp. 

It fail^ to graze I'he skin, — or to raise 
On the tough epidermis a lump, or bump ! — 

As the hail bounds off from the penVheuse slope,— 
As the cannon recoils when it sends its shot. — 

As the finger and thumb Of an old woman <*• i - 
From the kettle she handles, and finds too b<>t ; 

— Or, as you may see, in the Fleet, or the Bench.— 
— ^Many folks do in the course of their iivoA, — 

The well -struck ball Rebound from the wJl. 
When the Gentlemen jail-birds are playing at * ti\e- 

All these, — and a thousand fine similes more, — 
Such as all have heard of, or seen, or read 

Recorded in print, May give you a hint 
How the stone bounced off from St. Medards fa^ 

— And it curl'd, and it twirl'd, and it whirl'd in air. 
As this great, big stone at a tangent flew ! 

— Just missing his crown. It at last came J /*^ 
Plump upon Nick s Orthopedicol shoe ! 

Oh i what a yell and a screech were there ! 

How did he hop, skip, bellow, and roar ! [he^ 

— * Oh dear I on dear I' You might hear he 

Though we're such a way off from the "Red Sea &Lorr 

It smash'd his shin, and it smash'd his hoof. 
Notwithstanding his stout Orthopedical shoe : 
^ And this is the way That, from that samr^ \y 
Old Nick became what the French rail Boiteux ! 

Quakers, and Bakers, Orisetfes, and Friars, 
And Cardinal's Nieces^ — ^wherever ye be« 

St. Medard bless ; Yon can scarcely du lef.« 
If you of your corps possess any eeprit. — 

And, mind and take care, yourselves, — and beware 
How you get in Nick's buffalo bog ! — if rou di», 
I very much doubt If you'd ever get out. 
Now sins are so many, and Saints so few ! ! 

MOBAL. 

Gentle Reader, attend To the voice of a friend ' 
And if ever you ^o to Heme Bay or Southend. 
Or any gay wat'ring place outside Uie Nore, 
Don't walx out at eve on the lone sea-shore I 
^Unless you're too saintly to care about Nick, 
And are sure that your h(»d is sufiSciently thick ! 

Learn not to be greedy ! — and, when you're emiugh. 
Dont be anxious your bags any tighter to stuff — 
Recollect that good fortune too far yon may push, 
And, * A BiBD IN *na hand is worth two i^ thu bvsbI 
Then turn not each thoii|;ht to ineteasmg your f^orc. 
Nor look always like * OUver askiug for more * * 



THE LO'RD OF TH0ULOU8E. 



Gourmaniilie \s a, Tice — & Esd failing, mt least ; — 
So rFtnember ' Eamigh is u good as n (east 1 ' [' roaM,' 
And don't let jour heart on ' itew'd,' ' (ried,' ' boil'd,' or 
Xur on delicate ' WoodcMki served up upon toast t ' 
D^a't give people nickasines ! don't, even in fun '. 
('all ODj oae ' EDuff-enloiu'd son ut a gun ! ' 
y-ti tiiacj, because a ana noiu sn-ina to lack, 
That, whenever joa please, joucau' give hiiu UieBaek !' 
Last of all, as *oa'd thrive, and stiU eltep in wh-ilc 






Oh dear 

Oh dear 1 what ihiJl ve do ? , 
We ihalt die of blue deviU if some of us 
C»n't hit on something that's new! ' 
Meaqn-hilo his ivreet Coontea, eo pious and good, 



itlj csthei 
iqnora and high-seBsoned food. 
Id nweet- breads, and duelu and 



COUNT RAYMOND mle« in Languedoc, 
O'er the champaign fair aad wide, 
With town and stronghold many a one, 
Wash'd ht the waTe of the blue Garonne, 
And from fir Anvergne to RnnsiUon, 
And away to Narborine, 
And the months of the Shone; 
And his Lyonnois silks, and his Narbanne hon 
Bring in his lordship a great deal of tnonev. 
A thousand lances, stout and (me. 
Attend Count Rarmond's call ; 
And Kuighta and Nobles of high degree. 
From Gnieone, Provence, and Burgundy, 
Before Count Baymond bend tbe fcuce, 
And vail ta him one and sU. 
And Isabel of Arrwon 
He weds, the pride of Spain ; 
You might Dot Snil so rich a prise. 



Then his cellar is stored As well as his board. 
With the choicest of all La BcHe Frana can aSord . 
Chomberttn, Chltean Margaux, La Rose, and Lafittc, 
With Moet'fl Champagne, ' of tbe Comet yen,' ■ neat 
As imported.' — ' fine jipaiUing,' — and not over-sweet ; 
While his Chaplain, good man, when call'd in to say 
Would groan, and pnt on an elongated face [grace 
At lucL turtle, such torbol, John D017, and plaice ; 
Not without blushing, pronouncing a benison. 
Worthy old soul t on such terg fat Tentson, 

Sighing to think Such victuals and drink, [own. 
Are precisely (he trap! by which Satan makes men his 

And grieving o'er scores Of hnge barbecued Boars, 
Which he thinks should not darken a Christian man's 

Thoug' 

tl jtropUr convivitt 

Be was right, I must lay, For at thii time of day. 
When we're not so precise, whether cleric 01 lay. 
With respect to 001 food, an in time to ptiut. 
We still hnd our Boats, whether grave ones m gaj, 
AfltT dinner, at least, very mnch in the way, 
(WespeU the word now wilh an E, not an A;) [he 
And as honest Pert Jacqu«t was inclined to epare diet, 
Gave this advice to all grades of society, 
> Think less of podding — and think more of pietj.' 

As to Ins clothes. Oh 1 nobody knows 
What lots the Count had of cloaks, doublets, and hoae, 

FoTiloufla, with hows Each as a big as a rose, 
And such uirta with lace ruffles, such waistcoala, and 
IndescTibable garments it is not thought ri^t [these 
To do more tlum whisper to oreiUt* polite. 
StiU in spite of his power, and in spite of his riches, 

In spite of his dinners, bis dre«s, and his which is 

The strangest of all things— in spite of his Wife, 
The Count led a rather bum-dnmi sort of life. 
He grew tired, in fact, of mere eating and drinking, 
Grew tired of flirting, and ogling, and winking 

At nurseiy maids As they walk'd the Parades, 
The Crescents, the Squares, and the fine Cotonnados, 
And the other gay places, which yonng la^cj use 
Ab their promm ode through the good town of Thou- 

Ile was tired of hawking, and fishing, and hunting. 
Of billiards, 'short-whist, chicken -bautd, and punting; 

Of popping at pheasants. 

Quails, woodcocks, and peasants ; 

Of smoking, and joking. And soaking, provoking 

Such headaches next day As his fine S^ Peray. 
Though tbe beat of all Rhone wines, can never repay. 
Till weary of war, women, roast-goose, end glory. 
With no great desire to be ' famons in story,' 



Such pomps and such 
With all fermented Uc 
DcviU'd kidney! 

green peas ; 

Baked BUcking-pig. goose, and all viands like these, 
Bash'd CBlf's-nead included,' no longer could please ; 
A curry was sure to elicit a bree2e, 
So was ale, or a glass of port-wine after cbecM: 

Indeed, anything strong. As to (ippte, waawrol 

stuck to ' tine Byson,' ' Bohea,' and ' Souchong,' 
I similar import* diiect from Hong-Kong, 
'ain doSH the family Doctor exhort her 
To take with ber chqi one poor half-pint of porter ; 

No 1— ahe alleges She's taken the pledges ! 

Determined to aid In a gon'ral crusade 
Against poblieans, vintners, and all of that trade. 
And to bring in sherbet, ginger-pop, lemonade, 
Eau lucrie, and drinkables, mild and home-made 1 
So she claims her friends' riforta, and tows ta devote all 
Solely to found ' The Thoulonnan Teetotallers.' [her 

Large sums she employs In dres^ng small boys 
In long duffle jackets, and short ccrdcroTS, [noise 

And she bones their eon when they make too much 
In short, she turns out a complete Lady Bountiful, 
Filling with drugs and brown Holland the county full. 
Now just at the time when our story commences. 

It seems that a case Past the common took place 
To entail on her ladyship farther expenses. 
In greeting with honour befitting his station 
The Prior of Aries, with a Temperance Legation, 
Dispatched by Pope Urban, who seized this occasion 
*"- id in dilnting (hat part of the nation. 

An excellent man. One who stuck to his can 
Of cold water ' without '—and he'd take such a lot of it 

Nene of your sip That just moistens the lips ; 
At one single draught he'd leas o9 a whole pot of it,— 

No such bad thing, By the way. if they bring 
It you iced as at Verey's, or fresh from tbe spring. 
When the Dog-star compela folks in town to lake winfl 
Though I own even then I skonld see no great un in it 
Were thero three dr<^ of Sir Felix^ gin in it. 

Well, leaving the lady \o follow her pleasure, 
And finish the pomp with the Prior a( leisure. 
Let's go back to Raymond, still bored beyond measoro, 
^d harping away, On the same (Usmal lay, 
' Oh dear 1 what will become of as ? 
Ob dear I what can we do ? 
We shall die of bloe devils if some of us 
Can't find oot something that's new I ' 




At length in dMpair of obtaining his ends 

By his own mother wil, he takes courage and sends. 

Like a sensible man as he is, (or his friends. 



My bold Rigmarole, and my brare Rigmtree, 

And my grave Baron Proser, now listen to me ! 

You three can't but see I'm half dead with ennui. . 

What's to be flone P I mail have some fun, 
And I will (oo, that^ flat — ay, os sure as a gun. 
So End me ont ' Bomethiug new under the sun," 
Or I'll knock joOr three jobbernowls all into one ! 

You three Agree '. Come, what shall it be 7 
Resolve me — propound in 'three skips of a Seal ' 
Rigmarole gave a > Ha 1 ' Bigmaree gars a ' Hem ;' 
They look'd at Count Raymond— CooBt Raymond at 
As much as to aay, ' Have you n(M adrtml' [them, 

At length Baron Proaer Responded, ' You know. 
That question's some time been a regular poso' ; [sir, 

D»r me I— let me see, — In the way of a "spree" 
Something new ?— Kh I— No I — Yea I — A'o / 4is 



elhing new?— Khl- 
redly.no go, sir.' 



Says tbeCoant. 'Rigmarole, Yon'reas jolly a soul. 
On the whole, as King date, with his pipe and his bowl \ 
Come, I'm sure you'll devise something novel and droll.' — 
In vain, — Rigmarole, with a look -most profoond. 
With his hand to bis heart and his eye to the gronnd, 
Shakes his head as if nothing was there to be found. 

' 1 can only remark. That as touching a " lark " 
I'm as mnch as your highness can be, in the dark ; 
I can hit on no novelty — none, on my life. 
Unless, perodveotora, you'd " tea " with your wife I ' 

Quoth Raymond, ' Enongh 1 

Nonsense t — bumbng I — (udge ! — stuff I 
Rigmarole, you're an aw, — you're a r^ular Muff I 
Drink tea with her lad^hip ?— I ?— not a bit of it I 



' That's the thing 1 that will do 1 Ay, marry, that's 

Cries Rigmaree, rubbing his hands, * that will please — 
My " (Suftring tap" — it's the thing; — il's "the 

cheese I 
' It was only this morning J pick'd up tbe news ; 
Please your Highness, a Conjurot'i come to Thonlouse; 

III defy you to name us A man half so famons 
For devildoms, — Sir, it's the great Nostrodomos '. 
Cornelius Agrippo, 'tis said, went to school to him, 
Oyngell's an ass. and old Fanstus a foul to him. 
Talk of Lilly, Albertus. Jcek Dee l—aook t aU six 
He'd soon nut in a pretty particulur fix ; 
Why, he'd beat at digesting a sword, or " Qua tricks," 
The peat Soithera Wiiard himself all to sticks I 

I should like (0 see you Try to lauler le amp 
With this chap at short-whist, or unlimited loo, 
Br (he Pope, you'd soon find it a regular " Do." 
Why he does as he likes with the cards, — when he's got 
There's always an Ace or a King at tbe bottom ; ['tm, 
Then for usting Nativifics t — only you look 
At the I'olome he's publish 'd, — (hat wonderful bot>k ', 
In all Prance not another, to iwcar I dare Tentore, is 
Like, by long chalks, his " Pro]ihetical Centuries " — 
Dont yon remeaiber how, early last tv 



Wamd the late King 'gainst the Tonrnnnient n 
"■'Vt his Majesty call it all flummery? [ra _ 

Scorning 'The Warning, And get the next 



[raery ? 



Hia poke in the eve fr<«o that olmiisT Montgomery ? 
Why hell tell you before You're well inside I; 

All yourUighneci may wish to be up to, and mote.' 



— Furtonc's sent him on purpose here, just in (be nick ; 
Well see if old Hocus will smeU out (he trick ; 
Let's start off at once— Bigmaree, you're a Brick 1 
The moon in gentle radiance shone 
O'er lowly roof and lordly bower, 
O'er holy pile and armed tower. 
And danced upon the blue Garonne: 
Through all that silver'd city fair. 
No sound disturb'd the calm, cool air, 

Save the lover's sigh alone '. 
Or.where, perchance, some slumberer's nose 
Proclaim'd the depth of his repose, 
Provoking from connabial toes 
A hin( — or elbow bone ; 
I( might, with sneh trifling exceptions, be said. 
That ThouloHse was at still as if Thoutouse were dead. 
And her ' oldest inhabitant ' buned in lead 
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Vvr tiie itiecta in Tlioulouse urt sullicicullj- « iiU'. 
Thit ifl. I'm oHiired Ihey are— not hnvinc Iried. 

— See now they stop Npit an odii-looknig slm]'. 
And Iher knock and the/ ring, and they won't lio dsnuil 

At length the conunuid 0! some unseen Iminl 
CbaiaB, aDil bolls, and ban obey. 
And Ibe thlck'iibb'd oaken door, old anJ gn^ . 

In the pole moonlight gives, slowlj, way 
ThcT leave their steeds to a pages caie, 
Who coma mounted behind on a Flanders niort'. 
And theT enter the hous«, that resolute pair, 
With a blnudeting stop, but a dare-devil air. 
And ascend a long, darksome, and rickety stair : 
While, arm'd with a lamp that just helps you to ^ee 
How uncommonly doik a place can be, 
The grimmest of hids with the grimmest of btiji-, 
Says, 'Gentlemen, please to lake care of v our ahiii.-- 1 
Who veotuies thia road need be firm on his pin^ 1 
Now torn Ut the left — now turn to the right — 
Now a step — now stoop — now ag&in upright — 
Now turn onre again, and directly before ye 
■ 'a the door of the great Doctor's Labora-tury.' 

A word ! a blow 1 And "in thev go I 
No lime to prepare, or to get np a show, 
Yet evtrylhiug there they find quite cnmiii<- ll/.tui — 
Such HI quecr^ookine bullies and jars in a row, 
Retorts, crucible*, such as all conjiirort ttow 
In the rooms they inhabit, huge bellows Xo blrw 
The fire baining blue with its snlpbnr and ton : 
From the roof a huge crocodile bangs rather Ion , 
With a lail such aa that, which, we all of ns knu^v, 
Mr. Watcrlon managed to tie in a bow ; 
Pickled inakes, polled liiards, in bottles and hosiiis 
Like thioe at Morel's, or at Fortnum and Mason's 
All articles found, you're aware without telling. 
In every respectable conjntot's dwelling. {eye 

Looking solemn and wise. Without turning Ij 

Or betraying the slightal degree of surprise, 
lu the midst Bits Ihe ductor — his hair is white. 
And his check is wan — but his glance is btiKhl, 
And his long black roqnelaiire, not over light. 
Is moik'd with strange characters murh. if not quid'. 
Like tbceo on the bottle oF green and blue light. 
VVhifh ron see in a chyniist's shop-window at night. 



What bring* you abroad these lone cbamben to tread 
\t-heii all sober f ulka are at houie and abed ? 

■ TrsTlen, we, Id out degree, 

All strange ughts we fain would see. 

And bither we come in company ; 
We h«ve ba to go, and we come from far, 
Ihrongh Spain aud Portiagale, France and Navarre ; 

Ws hare heard of your name. 

And yoni fame, and oar aim, 
Sreat air, is to witnew, ere yet we depart [start— 

From Tbtmlouae, — and to-morrow at cock-crow we 
7our skill — we would tun ciavg a touch of your art ! ' 
Now naye, now naye — no travlers ye 1 

Nobles ye be Of high degree 
With half an eye that one may easily see, — [ree I 

Coont Baymond, your servant; — Youis, Lord Bigma- 
I mnit cali you so now since you're made a Mar-qitU I 
Faith, clever ban both, but you cant humbug me I 

No matter lor tliat 1 1 see what you'd be at— 

Well— pray no deUy, For it's late, and ere day 
I myself must be hundreds of mites on my way ; 
So tell me at oitee what you want with me — aay I 

Shall I call up the dead From their moolderiag 
bed?— 
Shall I seud you younelves down to Bados instead f ^ 
Shall I lamDiOD old Harry bimseU to the spot ? ' 
— ' Ten thoQsand thanks. No ! we had mncn rather not. 

We really can't lay That we're cnrioos that way ; 



Bigmarm, what say yon, in Tbil case, aa to vTew- 
Odt ipoDses, and just ascertain what they're dcnQg ? ' 
' Just what pleases your Highneff — I don t care a soul in 
The matt«i— but dont let Old Nick and bis crew in 1 ' 
— ' Agreed ! — ^pray proceed then, moat sage Noatra- 

.l^'e 




Ealing or drinking. While reading and tbinki)i| 
Don't fallen— his age might be sixly or thereabout. 
Raising bis eyes so grave and ao sag*, 
From Biene mauMcnpt work of a bygone age. 
The seer very composedly turns down the page, [liglil 

Then shading his sight Witli his hand frnm thi 
■ WeU, lira, what would you at this lime .if iiJi;ht ■. 



Ani show ns our wi'wi— 






A change came o'er the wiiard's face. 
And hii Mlemn look by degrees gives place 
To a h«U-gi«Tfl, half-comical, kind of grimace 
' For good or for ill, I woA your will 1 
Yonra be the risk aod mine the skill ; 
Blame not my ait if nnpleaMmt the pill ! ' 
He takes from a shelf, and he pop* on bia head, 

A square sort of cap, black, aud tnrn'd up with red, 
And desires not a syllable more may be said ; 

He goes on to mutter. 

And stutter, and eputter 
Hard words, such as uo mea but wiiards dare utter. 

' Dies miea ! — Hocus poena — 

Adais Demon 1 non est jokua I 

H i Cocolomm — don't provoke ns 1 

Adeato I Presto I Pnt forth your best toe I ' [us,- 
And many more words, to repeat which would choke 
Such asniS then of brimstone I — it did not last long. 
Or they could not have borne it, the smell was ao ftrong. 

A mirror ia near. So large and so clear, 
If yon priced auch a one in a drawilig-Taom here. 
And was ask'd fifty pounds, you'd not say it was dear ; 
But a miat gather'd nmiid at ths worda of the seer. 

Till at length as the gloom Was subsiding, a room 
On ila broad polish'd snrlace began to appear. 
And the Conntand his comrade saw plaoUy befers 'em 
Ths room Lady Isabel called her ' iSaNclorum.' 

Ther start, well they nught. 

With surprise, at the sight — 
Methinkt I hear some lady say, ■ Serve 'em right t ' 

For on one aide of the fire Is seated the Prior, 

At the opposite comer a fat litUs Friar: 
By the side oi each gentleman, easy and tree. 
Sits a lady, as close as duse well may be, [knee. 

She might almost aa well have been perch'd on his 

Dear me 1 dear me t Why one's Isabel— she 
On the opposite side's La Marquiie Itigu%aree ! 

To ]ndge from the spresiT 

On the board, you'd have said. 
That the porfts guurrA had like aldermen fed ; [lead. 
And now from long Basks, with necks cover'd with 
They were helping themselves to champagne, white 

Bobbing and nobbing. And nodding and bobbing, 

With many a sip Both from cnp and from lip, 
And with many a toast follow'd up W a ' Hip I— 

Hip I — hip I — hnaayl' — Tne Coimt by the way, 
niongh he sees all they re doing, can't hear what they 

Notwithstanding both he [say. 

And Mar-quU nigmam 
Are so vex'd and excited at what Ihey can aee, 
That each utters a sad word begimiing wiUi D. 



Butenoughhasbtenseen. ' Hone 1 horse I and mwav^ 
"They have, neither, the least inclination lo stay, 
E'sn to thank Noatradamna, or aak what's to p>y. — 

Ihey rush down ths stair. 

How, they know not, nor care. 

next mament the Count is astride on his bay, 

And my Lord Rigmaree on bis mBttUnme grey ; 

They dsah through the town, 

Now up, and now down ; 
And the slone* rattle under the hoofs aa Hmj nit. 
As ilpoor Thordoose were w mad aa Cheapaide :* 

Tbrooch lane, alley, and (treat. 

Over 2l that they meet, 
The Count leads the way on hia eooiser so fleet. 
My LtMd Rigmaree close punning his beat. 
With the page in the real to protect the retreat. 
Where the bridge spans the river, so wtds and so deep 
Their headlong career o'er ths caoaewar they kerp, 
Upaetting the watchman, two dogs, and a sweep. 
All the town population that was not asleep. 
TJiey at length reach (he csstle, jnat outside the town. 
Where — in peace it was usual for Enighta of renown— 
The poitcuina waa up, and the ^wbndga waa down. 
They daah bj the aen^elft—' J'nwc* (t Thaulout:' 
Ev'iy foldler ( — they Ihes wore cock'd hats and bug 
Appendasea baniah'd from modem reviewa), [^araet, 
His arqnebns lowei'd and bow'd U> his shoes ; [ — b' 
WhUe Count Raymond pnsh'd on to hia lady's boiidiiir 
Bad nude up hia mind to make one at her soi'rA. 

Be rush'd to that dora, Where ever before 
Be had rapp'd with his knnckles, and 'tirl'd at th' 

TiU he heard the soft somid of his I^y's ' Come in : ' 
But now, with a kick Itom his iron-heel'd boot. 
Which, applied to a brick wall, at once had gone 

He dashed open the lock ; [through 't. 

It gave way at the shock I 
(-Dear ladie*, doat think in TScording the fact. 
That yont batd '• for one moment defending the act. 
No — it is not a gentleman's — none bnt a krw body — 
^o— could perform it)— and there he aaw— NOBODT ! ! 

Nobody?— Noll Oh, hot— Oh, ho I 
There was not a table, — there was not a chair 
Of idl that Count Bavmond had ever seen there [hair • 
(They'd maroon-leather bottoms well stuTd with bon^ 

That waa out of its place I— There w«s nnt a 
Of a party — there waa not a dish or a plate— [inrr 
No sign of a table-cloth — nothing to prate 
Of a supper, symjiajiim, or aitUng up late ; 
There was not a spark of fire left in the ^te. 
It had all been poked out, and remain'd m that state. 

If there was not a fire. Still less wis there Fnor. 
STapfttJis, or long glasses, or CoaDUss,or Prior, [durolL 
And the Count, una rush'd in open -mouth 'd, was struck 
And could only ejaculate, ' Well 1 — this u mm.' 



He examined them all veiy strictly — but no 1 
Notwithstanding he cross- and re-qoestioned them so, 
Twss in rain— it was dearly a case of ' No Oo ! ' 

' Their lady,' they said, ' Bad gone early to bed, 
Baving rather complain'd cj a cdd in her head — 
The stout little Fnar, as round aa an apple. 
Bad pasa'd the whde night in a vigil in chapel, 
Whilo the Prior himself, as he'd nsnally dtme, 
Had rrmg in the morning, at half-after one, 
"-^ his jug (A cold water and twopenny bm. 

been visible, since they were broagfat him, to n'ju; 

But, the servants averr'd, 

■ From the sounds that ntn heard 
To proceed now and then from ths fathn's kmUim, 

They thought he was purging 

His sins with m acoorgmg. 
And making good nse of hia knotted jla^tiini. 

Fcr Muiame Rigmaree, Ihey all testified, she 
Bad gone np to her bed-ehunba soon after tea. 
And they rnlly supposed that there still she must be. 

Which her spouse the Mar-quii, 

Alack for Coont Baymond I he could not conceive 
Bow the case really stood, or know what to believe , 
Nor could Bigmaree settle to langh or to erirve. 

There was dearly a hoax, But whiidi of the folks 
Bad managed to make them the butt of their jokes. 
Wife or wiiard, they both knew no more than Jack 

That glass of the wiavd's (IJokeisj 

Stnck much in their gisnrds, 
Bis cap, and bis queer diMk all X'a and Inaids ; 
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Then fiiej found, when they came to examine again, 
Some slight falling off in the stock of champagne, 
Small, ^ut more than the butler could fairly explidn. 
Howerer, since nothing coold make the truth known. 
Why, — diey thought it was best to let matters alone. 

The Count in the garden Begg'd Isabel^s pardon 
Next morning for waking her up in a fright, 
By the racket he'd kickM up at that time of nisht : 
And eav« her his word he had ne*er misbehaved so, 
Had he not come home as tipsy as David's sow. 
Still, to give no occasion for family snarls, 
The Fnar was pack'd back to bis convent at Aries. 

WhUe as for the Prior, At Kaymond's desire, 
The Pope rabed his reverence a step or two higher. 
And made him a bishop in partibua — ^where 
Uis see was I cannot exactly declare, 
Or describe his cathedral, not having been there, 
But I dare say yonll all be prepared for the news. 
When I say *twas a good many miles from Thoulouse, 
Where the prelate, in order to set a good precedent, 
Was enjoined, as a tine qua non, to be resident 

Ton will fancy with me. 

That Count Baymond was free. 
For the rest of his life, from his former ennui; 
Still it somehow oecurr'd that as often as he 
Chanced to look in the face of my Lord Rigmaree, 
There was something or other — a trifling degree 
Of constraint — or embarrasament— easy to see, 
And which seem'd to be shared by the noble Mar-qutB, 
While the ladies — ^the queerest of all things by half in 
My tale— never met from that hour without laughing. 

MOBAL. 

Good gentlemen, aU, who are subjects of Hymen, 
Don't make new acquaintances rashly, but try men, 
Avoid above all thii^ vonr canning (that's sly) men I 
Don't go out o' niehti To see conjuring ueighta, 
But shun aS such neo^e, delusion whose trade is ; 
Be wise I — stay at nome and take tea with the ladies. 

If yott ehancB to be out, At a * regular bout,* 
And get too much of * Abbot's Pale Ale * or * Brown 
Stout,* [spouse. 

Don't be cross when you come home at night to your 
Nor be noisy, nor kick up a dust in the house I 
Be careful yourself, and admonish your sons, 
To beware of all folks who love twopenny buns ! 
And don't introduce to your wife or jour daughter, 
A sleek, mock, weak gent — ^who subsists on cwd water I 



Th« m&in incident recorded In the following exoerpto from oar 
Umily papen has but too solid a foundAtton. The portrait of 
hogez ingoldsbjr is not tmong thoM lu the gallery; but I have 
some recollection of having seen, when a boy, a pU^ure answering 
the dcscriptioD here given of him, much li\Juxco, and lying with- 
out a frame in one ol the attics. 
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T has a jocund sound, 
That gleeful marriage chime, 
As from the old and ivied tower, 
It peals, at the early matin hour, 

Its merry, merry round ; 
And the Spring is in its prime. 
And the song-bird, on the spray. 
Trills from his throat, in varied note, 
An emulative lay — 
It has a joyous sound ! I 
And the Vicar is there with his wig and his book, 
And the Clerk, with his grave, gfiosi-sanctified look. 
And there stand the village maids, all with their posies. 
Their lilies, aiid dafFy-down-dillies, and roses, 

Dight in white, A comely sight, 
Fringing the path to the left and the right ; 
— From our nursery days we all of us know 
Ne'er doth ' Our Ladye's garden grow ' 
So fair for a * Qrand Horticulture Show' 
As when border'd with * pretty maids all on a row.' 
And the urchins are there, escaped from the rule 
Of that ^ Limbo of Infants,' the Natienal School, 
Whooping, and bawling, And squalling, and 
And crawling, and creeping, [calling, 

And jumping, and leaping, 
Bopeeping 'midst ' many a mouldering heap ' in 
Whose bosoms their own ' rude forefathers ' are sleeping. 
— Young rascals I — instead of lamenting and weepmg. 

Laughing and gay, A gorge dephy^e— 
Only now and then pausing — and checking their play 
To * wonder what tis makes the gentlefolks stay.' 

Ah, well a-day ! Little deem they. 
Poor ignorant dears ! the bells, ringing away, 



Are anythinif ebe Than mere pariah bells, 
Or tiiat each of them, should we go into its history, 
Is but a * Svmbol ' of some deeper mystery— 

That the dappers and ropes 

Are mere practical tropes [popas, 

Of < trumpets' and * tongues,' and of * preachers,' and 
Unless Clement the Fourth's worthj Chaplain, Durand, 
See the ' Balionale,* of that goosey-gander. [err. 

Gently I gently, Miss Muse I 

Mind your P's and your Q's ! 
Dont be malapert — ^laugh. Miss, but never abuse I 
Calling names, whether done to attack or to back a 

schism. 
Is, Miss, believe me, a great piece of jack-ass-ism, 

And as, on the whole, idu're a good-natured soul, 

Yon must never enact such a pitiful r6le. 
No, no. Miss, pull up, and go back to your boys 
In the churchyard, who're making this hubbub and 
noise — [ming. 

But hush i there's an end to their romping and mum- 
For voices are heard — ^here's the company conung I 

And see, — the avenue gates unfold, 

And forth they pace, that bridal train, 
The grave, the gay, the young, the old, — 

They cross the green and grassy lane. 
Bridesman, Bridesmaid, Bridegroom, Bride, 
Two by two, and side by side. 
Uncles, and aunts, friends tried and proved, 
And cousins, a great many times removed ; 
A fairer or a gentler she, 
A lovelier maid, in her degree, 
Man's eves xni^t never hope to see, 
Than darlins^, oonnie Mand Ingoldsby, 
The flow r ot that goodly companv ; 
While whispering low, with bated voice, 
Close by her side, her heart's dear choice, 
Walks Fredvill's hope, young Valentine Boys. 
— ^But where, oh where — Is Ingoldsby'sheir? 
Little Jack Ingoldsby ? — ^where, oh where ? fwhere— 
Why he's here,— and he's there. And he s evenr- 
He's there, and he's here ; In the front— in the 
rear, — 
Now this side, now that side, — ^now far, and now near — 
The Puck of the party, the darling * pet ' boy, 
Full of mischief and nm, and good-humour and joy. 
With his hiughing blue eye, and his cheek like a rose, 
And his long curly locks, and his little snub nose ; 
In his tunic, and trousers, and cap — ^there he goes ! 
Now pinehing the bridesman, — now teasing his sister. 
And telling the bridesmaids how 'Valentine kiss'd 

her;' 
The torment, the plague, the delight of them all. 
See, he's into the churchyard I — ^he*s over tiie wall — 
GamboUing, frolicking, capering away. 
He's the first in the church, be the second who may ! 



'Tiso*er; the holy rite is done, 
The rite that * incorporates two in one,' 
— And now for the feasting, and fndic, and fun 1 
Snare we to tell of the smuine and sighing, 
j/he shaking of hands, the embracing, and oring. 
The * toot—toot— toot ' Of the tabour and flute. 
Of the white-wigg'd Vicar's prolong'd salute, [stagers. 
Or of how the blithe * College youOs,'— rather old 
Accustom'd, for yean, to pull Ml-rones for wagers — 
Bang, faster than ever, their ' triple-bob-UAJOBa ; * 

(So loud as to charm ye. At once, and alarm ye ; 
— * SffmboUe,* of course, of that nmk in the army.) 

Spare we to tell of the fees and the dues 
lx> the * little old woman that open'd the pews,' 
Of the largesse bestow'd on the Sexton and Clerk, 
Of the four- vear-old sheep roasted whole in the park. 

Of the laughing and joking. 

The quaffing, and smoking, 
And chaffing, and broaching — that is to say, poking 
A hole in a mighty magnificent tub 
Of what men, in our hemisphere, term ' Hummin£ Bub,' 
But which gods, — ^who, it seems, use a different Ungo 
From mortals,.— are wont to denominate * Stingo.* 
Spare we to tell of the hoise-collar grinning ; 
Tne cheese I the reward of the ugly one winning ; 
Of the young ladies racing for Dutch body-linen, — 
— ^The soapy-tail*d sow, — a rich priae when you've 

caueht her, — 
Of little boys bobbing for pippins in water ; 

The smacks and the whacks, 

And the jumpers in sacks. 
These down on their noses, and those on their backs: — 
Nor skills it to speak of those darlinf old ditties, 
Sung rarely in hamlets now — never m cities. 
The * King and (he Miller: the * Bold Hobin Bood,' 
' Chevy Chate; 'Qilderoy; and the * Babet L* the WoodV 



— * You'll say that my taste Is sadly misplaced, 
But I cant help confessing these simple old tunes. 
The MuU Bdbin Orayst* and the * Aileen Aroont,* 
The ' Gramachree MoUyi, and * Sweet Bonny Doone," 

Are dearer to me, In a tenfold degree. 
Than a fine fantagia from over the sea ; [are 

And, for sweetness, compared with a Beethoven fugue. 
As * best refined loaf,' to the coarsest * brown sugar ;' 
— Alack, for the Bard's want of science I to wmch he 
All this misliking of foreign eapricioif [owes 

Not that he'd say One w^, by the way. 
To disparage our new Idol, Monsieur Duprex — 
But he grudges, he owns, his departed half-guinea. 
Each Saturday ni^ht when, devoured by chagrin, he 
Sits listening to smgers whose names end in tni. 

But enough of the rustics — diet's leave them pursmng 
Their out-of-door gambols, and just take a view in 
The inside the hall, and see what they are doing ; 

And first there's the Squhre, The hale, hearty sire 
Of the bride, — ^with his coat-tails subducte4 and higher, 
A thought, than theyV-e commonly wont to aspire ; 
His baca and his buckskins exposed to the fire ; — 
— Bright, brieht are his buttons, — and bright is the hue 
Of his squares-cut coat of fine Saxony blue ; 
And bright the shalloon of his little quUl'd ouetie ; 
— ^White, white as * Young England s,' the dimity vest 
Which descends like an avalawhe o'er his broad breast. 
Till its further progression is put in arrest 
By the portly projection that springs from his chest, 
Overhaugins ine garment — ^that can't be exprest ; 
— ^White, white are his locks, — Which had Nature fair 

play, [grey ; 

Had appeared a clear brown, slightly sprinkled with 

But they're white as the peaks of Plinlimmon to-day. 

Or Ben Nevis, his pate is at* bi'en poudri! 

Bright, bright are the boots that envelop his heels, 

— ^Bright, briffht is the gold chain suspending his seals. 

And still brignter yet may the gazer descry 

The tear-drop that spangfea the fond father's eye 

As it lights on the bride — 

His beloved one — ^the pride 
And delight of his heart, — severed now from his side ; — 

But orighter than all, Arresting its fall. 
Is the smile, that rebukes it for spangling at all, 
— A clear case, in abort, of what old poe& tell, as 
Blind Homer for instance, cy icucpuoi ytXat. 

Then, there are the Bride and Brideeroom, withdrawn 
To the deep GFothic window that looks on the lawn, 
Ensconced on a squab of maroon-colonr'd leather 
And talking — and thinking, no doubt of the weather 

But here comes the party — ^Boom I room for the guests, 
In their Pompadour coats, and laced ruffles, and vests, 

— ^First, oir Charles Orandison, Baronet, and his 
son 
Charles, — ^the mamma does not venture to ' show ' — 

— Miss Byron, you knew, She was called long 
ago— 
For that lady, 't^-as said had been playing the d — 1, 
Last season, in town, with her old beau. Squire Greville, 
Which very much shock'd and chagrin'd, as may well be 
Supposed, ' Doctor Bartlett,' and ' Good Uncle Selby.' 
— Sir Charles, of course, could not give Greville his 
Order to prove his abhorrence of duelling, [gruel, in 
Nor try for, deterr'd by the serious expense, a 
Complete separation, a thoro et meiua, 
So he ' kept a calm sough,' and when ask'd to a party, 
A dance, or a dinner, or tea and iearte. 
He went with his son, and said, looking demurelv. 
He'd ' left her at home, as she found herself poorly. 

Two foreigners near, * Of distinction,' appear ; 
A pair more illustrious you ne'er heard of, or saw. 
Count Ferdinand Fathom, — Count Thaddeus of Wanaw, 
All cover'd with glitt'ring bijouterie and hair — ^Poles, 
Whom Lord Dudley Stuart calls * Patriot,'— Hook * Bare 

Poles ;' 
Such rings, and such brooches, such studs, and such pins I 

Twere hard to say which 

Were more gorgeous and rich. 
Or more truly Mosaic, their chains or their chins I 
Next Sir Ro|er de Coveriey,— Mr Will Bamble, 
With Dame Lismahago (tUe Tabitha Bramble), — 
Mr Bandom and Spouse, — Mrs Pamela Boobv, 
rWhose nose was acquiring a tinge of the ruby, 
And ' people did aay ' — ^but no matter for that. 
Folks were not then cnlighten'd by good Father Mat.) — 
— Three friends from * the Colonies ' near them were 

seen. 
The Great Massachusetts man. General Muff Green, — 
Mr Jonathan W. Donbikins, — men 
* Influential eomef* — and their * smart ' Uncle Ben ; — 
Rev. Abraham Adams Cpreferr'd to a stall), — 
— Mr Jones and his lady, from Allworthy Hall ; 
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On acock'd hat, laced With gold, and placed 
With a degage^ devil-may-care, kind of taste. 
O'er a bala/ri brow by a scar defaced ! — 
TLat Form, thej mud, bo fool and so black, 
Grinn*d as it pointed at poor little Jack. — 
— I know not, I, how the truth may be, 
Bat the pent-up vapour, at length set free, [ingt 
Set them all sneezing, And coughing, and wheez- 
As, working its way To the regions of day, 
Tf, at hwt, let a purer and healthier breeze in ! 




THE WSDDZVO-BAT. 

Of their senses bereft, To the right and the left. 
Those varlets so lately courageous and stout. 
There they lay kicking and sprawling about. 
Like Billingsgate fresh fish, unconscious of ice, 
Or those wmch, (he newspapers ^ve us advice, 
Mr Taylor, of Lombard-street, sdls at half-price ; 
— Nearer the door, some half-dozen or more I 

Scramble away To the rez de cfuiwBce 
(As our Frenchified friend always calls his ground-floor), 
And IKey call, and they bawl, and they bdlow and roar 
For lights, vinegar, brandy, and fifty things more. 
At length, after no little clamour and din, 
The fool air let out and the fresh air let in, 

They drag one and all Up into Uie hall, 
Where a medical Quaker, the great Dr. Lettsom, [*em,* 
Wbo*8 one of the party, ' bleeds, physicks, and sweats 

All ?— all— «ive One— — • But He I— my Son ?— 
Merciful Heaven ! — where — whebk ib Jobk ? ' 



Within that cell, so dark and deep. 

Lies One, as in a tranquil sleep, 

A sight to make the sternest weep t — 

— ^That little heart is pulseless na^ , 

And cold that fair and open brow. 

And closed that eye that beam'd with joy 

And hope—* God 1 my Boy I my Boy I ' 

£nough ! — ^I may not,— dare not, — show 
The wretched Father's frantic woe. 
The Mother's tearless, speechless — No I 
I may not such a theme essay — 
Too bitter thoughts crowd in and stay 
My pen — sad memory will have way 1 
Enough 2 — at once 1 close the lay. 
Of fair Maud's fatal Wedding-day I 

It has a mournful sound, 

That single, solemn Bell I 
As to the hills and woods around, 

It flings its d(^p-toned knell I 
That measured toll ! — alone — apart, 
It sir ke^ upon the human heart 1 
— It has a mournful sound ! — 



MOBAL. 

« 

Come, come, Mrs Muse, we can't part in this way, 
Or youll leave me as dull as ditch-water all day. 
Try and squeeze out a Moral or two from your lay I 
And let us part cheerful, at least, if not gay ! 

First and foremost then. Gentlefolks, learn from my song, 
Not to lock up your wine, or malt-liquor too long I 

Though port should have age ; Yet I don*t think 
To entomb it as some of your eonnoi8$eur$ do, [it sage 
Till it*s losing in flavour, and body, and hue ; 
— ^I question if keeping it does it much good 
After ten yean in bottle and three in the wood. 

If any young man, though a snubb'd younger brother, 
When told of bis faults bv his father and mother, 
Runs restive, and goes off to sea in a huff. 
Depend on*t, my friends, that young man is a Muff I 

Next — ^ill-gotten gains Are not worth the pains ! — 
They prosper with no one I — so whether cheroots. 
Or Havannah cigars, — or French gloves, or French 

boots, — 
Whatever you want, pay the duty 1 nor when yon 
Buy any such articles, cheat the revenue ! 

And ' now to conclude,' — For its high time I 
should, — 
When you do rejoice, mind, — ^whatsoever you do. 
That t^e hearts of the lowly rejoice with yon too I — 

Don't grudge them their jies, 

And their frolics and * rigs. 
And don't interfere with their soapy-tail*d pigs ; 
Nor ' because thou art virtuous,' rail and exnale 
An anatltemay breathing of vengeance and waU, 
Cpon every complexion less pale than sea-kale ! 
Nor dismiss the poor man to nis pump and his pall, 
With • Drink there I — well have hencefortJi no more 
cakes and ale ! ! ' 



Mux Regliia flliom pepcrit a mnltb optfttem tt a Deo Mociifi- 
catum. Cuiuque Infana nafus falMet, statim cUrA voce, Mnnibos 
Audientibus, cUniavIt *Chrutianu» turn! CTiriitianut iumf 
Cktistianuitum!' Ad hans vocem Pretbyteri duo, Widerinus 
ct Ednoldua,dioentP9 Dro Gratiat,ti omnes qui adcrant mirautdfi, 
cceperunt canUro Te Deum laudamuM. Quo tdcto rogabat inf<tns 
catechumpnnm a Wideriuo laoprdote fieri, ot ab Kdwoldo teueri 
ad pneaignacolum t*\f\ et Uomwoldum vocari.— Nov. LKQikD. 
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THE BLASPHEMER'S WARNING. 
A LAY OP fiT. BOMWOLO. 

IN Kent, we are told. 
There was seated of old 
A handsome young gentleman, courteous and bold, 
He'd an oaken strong-box, well replenish'd with gold, 
With broad lands, pasture, arable, woodland, and wold. 
Not an acre of which had been mortgaged or sold ; 
He'd a Plesaunce and Hall passing fair to behold, 
He had beeves in the byre, he had flocks in the fold. 
And was somewhere about five-and-twenty years old. 

His figure and face. For beauty and grace. 
To the best in the county had scorned to give place. 

Small jnarvel, then, If, of women and men 
Whom he chanced to foregather with, nine out of ten 
Expross'd themselves charmed with Sir Alured Denne. 

From m^ earliest youth, I've been taught, as 
A maxim which most will consider as sooth, [truth. 
Though a few, peradventure, may think it unoonUi : 
There are three social duties, the whole of the swarm 
In this great human hive of ours ought to perform, 
And that too as soon as conveniently may be ; 

The first of the three^ Is, the phmting a Tree I 
The next, the producing a Book — ^then, a Baby ! 
(For my part, dear Beader, without any jesting, I, 
So far, at least, have accomplished my destiny!; 

From the foremost, i.e. The * planting the Tree,' 
The Knight may, perchance, have conceived himself 
Inasmuch as that, whidi way soever he looks, [free, 
Over park, mead, or upland, by streamlets and brooks, 
His fine beeches and elms shelter thousands of rooks ; 

In twelve eighty-two. There would sJso accrue 
Much Utitude as to the article, Books ; 
But, if those weVe disposed of, and need not recall, 
Might, as duties, appear in comparison small. 
One remain*d, there was no getting over at all, 
— The providing a male Heir for Bonnin^n Hall *, 
Which, doubtless, induced the good Knight to decide, 
As a matter of conscience, on taking a &ide. 

It*s a veiy fine thing and delightful to see 
Inclination and duty unite and agree. 

Because it's a case That so rarely takes place ; 
In the instance before us then Alured lOenne 
Might well be estecm*d the most lucky of men, 



Inasmuch as hard by. Indeed so very nigh, 
That her chimneys, from his, you might almost descry, 
Dwelt a Lady at whom he'd luiig cast a sheep's eye. 
One whose character scandal itself could defy, thigh, 
While her charms and accomplishments rank'a very 

And who would not deny A propitious reply, 
But reflect back his blushes, and give sigh for sigh. 
(A line that's not mine, but Tom Moore's by-the*by.) 

There was many a gay and trim bachelor near. 
Who felt sick at heart when the news met his ear, 
That fair Edith Ingoldsby, she whom they all 
The ' Bosebud of Tappington * ceased not to call. 

Was goingto say, * Honour, love, and ob^ ' 
To Sir Aluied Denne, Knight, of Bonnington Hall, 
That all other suitors were left in the lurch, 
And the parties had even been * out-ask*d * in church. 

For every one says. In those primitive days. 
And I must own I think it redounds to their praise, 
None dream'd of transferring a daughter or niece 
As a bride, by an ' unstamp d agreement,' or lease, 
Tore a Registrar's Clerk, or a Justice of Peace ; 

While young ladies had fain Single women 
remain 
And unwedded maids to the last * crack of doom 'stick, 
Ere marry, by taking a jump o'er a broomstick 

So our bride and bridegroom agreed to appear 

At Holy St. Romwdd's, a Priory near. 

Which a long while before, I can't say in what year. 

Their forebears had join'd with the neighbours to rear. 

And endow'd some with bucks, some with beef, some 

with beer, 
To comfort the friars, and make them good cheer. 

Adorning the building Wi th carving and gilding. 
And stone altars, fix'd to the chantries and fill'd in ; 
(Papistic in substance and form, and on this count 
Witn Judge Herbert Jeimer Fust justly at discount, 
See Cambridge Soddas Camdenieneit 
V. Faulkner, tert, prim. Janvarii Meneii, 
With * Judgment reversed, cost of suit, and expenses \^ 
AU raised to St. Bomwold, with some reason, styled 
By Duke Humphrey's Confessor, 'a Wonderful Child,* 
For ne'er yet was Saint, except him, upop earth 
Who made * his profession of futh * at nis birth, 
And when scarce a foot high, or six inches in girth, 
(Converted his * Ma,' and contrived to amend a 
Sad bole in the creed of his grandsire. King Pendik 

Of course to the shrine Of so young a divine 
Flow'd much holy water, and some little wine. 
And when any young folks did to marriage incline, 
The good friars were much in request, and not one 
Was more ' sought unto ' than the Sub-prior, Mess John. 

To him, there and then Sir Alur^ I>enne 
Wroto a three-comer'd note with a small crow-quill pen. 
To say what he wanted, and fix * the time when,' 
And, as it's well known that your people of quality 
Pique themselves justly on strict punctuality. 
Just as the clock struck the hour he'd named in it, 
The whole bridal party rode up to the minnto. 

Now whether it was that some rapturous dream. 
Comprehending ' fat pullets and clouted croun,' 
Had Dome the good man, in his vision of bliss, 
Far off to some happier region than this — 
Or whether his bosos, 'gainst the fingers rebelling. 
Took longer than usual that morning in telling ; 
Or whether, his conscience with knotted cord purging, 
Mess John was indulging himself with a scourging, 
In penance for killing some score of the fleas. 
Which, infesting his hair-shirt, deprived him of ease, 
(hr whether a burel of Faversham oystors. 
Brought in on the evening before, to the cloisten. 

Produced indigestion. Continues a question : 
The particular cause is not worth a debato ; 
For my purpose it's clearly sufficient t9 state 
That whatever the reason, his rev'rence was Ute. 

And Sir Alured Denne, Not the modkeit of meo, 
Began banning away at a deuce of a rate. 

Now fa^re, though I do it with infinite pain, 
Gentle n^er, I find I must pause to expUin [known — 
That there was — what, I own, I grieve to make 
On the worthy Knight's character one single stain, 
But for which, all his friends had borne witness, I^ 

sure. 
He had been aatu riproehe, as he still was sons |>ettr. 
The fact is, that nuinj distinguished commanders 
' Swore terribly (tette T. Shandy) in Flanders.' [countries 
Now into these parts our Anight chancing to go. 
Named from this sad, vulgar custom, *TDe lioio 

Countries,* 
Though on common occasions as courteous as daring, 
Had pick'd up this shocking bad habit of swearing, 
And if anjTthmg vex'd him, or matters went wrong, 
Was given to what low folks call, * Coming it strong * 
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Good, bad, or different theD, jroang or old, 

Ho^d consign them, when once in ft hnmonr to scold, 

To A place where they certainly would not take cold. 

— Now if there are those, and I've some in my eye, 

Who*d esteem this a crime of no very deep dye, 

Let them read on — they'll find their mistake by-and-by. 

Near or far Few people there are, 
But hare heard, read, or sung about young Lochinyar, 
Hew in Netherbr Chapel, * at morning tide,* 
The Priest and tne Bridegroom stood waiting the Bride ; 

How thfty waited, * but ne'er A Bride was there ;* 
Still I don*t find, on reading the ballad with care, 
The bereaved Mr Graham proceeded to swear, 
And yet to experience so serious a blight in 
One's dearest affections, is somewhat exciting. 

'TIS manifest then That Sir Alured Denne 
Had far less excuse for such bad language, when 
It was only the Priest, not the Bride, who was missing — 
He had filled up the interval better with kissing. 

And 'twas really surprising, And not very wise in 
A Knight to go on so anathematizing. 
When the head and the front of the Clergyman's crime 
Was but being a little behind as to thne : — 

Be that as it may, He swore so that day 
At the reverend gentleman's ill-judged delay. 
That not a bystander who heard what he said. 
But listen'd to all his expressions with dread. 
And felt all his hair stand on end on his head ; 

Nay, many folks there Did not stick to declare 
The phenomenon was not confined to the hair, 
For Uie little stone Saint who sat perch'd o'er the door, 
St. Bomwold himself, as I told you before, fceived 

What will scarce be believed, Was plainly per- 
To shrug up his shoulders, as very much griaved. 

And look down with a frown So remarkably brown, 
That all saw he'd now quite a different face on 
From that he received at the hands of the mason ; 
Nay, many averr'd he half rose in his niche. 
When Sir Alored, always in metaphor rich, 

Call'd his priest an ' old son of ^Hsome animal — ^which, 

Is not w(vth the inquiry — a hint's quite enough on 
The subject— for more I refer you to Buffon. 

It's supposed that the Knight 

Himseit saw the sight. 
And it's likely he did, as he easily might. 
For 'tis certain he paused in his wordy attack, 
And, in nautical language, seem*d ' taken aback \ * 

In so much that when now 

The ' prime cause of the row,* 
Father John, in the chapel at last made his bow, 
The Bridegroom elect was so mild and subdued, 
None could ever suppose he'd been noisy and mda 
Or made use of the language to which I allude. 
Fair Edith herself, while £e knot was a-tying. 
Her brideimaids around her, some sobbing, some sighing, 
Some smiling, some blushing, half-laughmg, half -crying. 
Scarce made her responses in tones more complying. 
Than he who'd been raging and storming so recently, 
All softness now, and behaving quite decently. 
Many folks thought too the cdd stonr frown 
Of the Saint up aloft from his niche looking down. 
Brought the sexton and clerk each an extralialf-crown. 
When, the rite being over, the fees were all paid, 
And the part^ remounting, the whole cavalcade 
Prepared to ride home with no little parade. 

In a climate so very unsettled as ours 

It's as well to be cautious and euard agiunst showers. 

For though, about One, lOuVe a fine brilliant sun, 
When your walk or your ride is but barely begun. 
Yet long ere the hour-hand approaches the Two, 
There is not in the whole sky one atom of blue. 
But it * rains cats and dogs' and youVe fairly wet through 
Ere you know where to turn, what to say, or to do ; 
For which reason Fve bought, to protect myself well, a 
Good stout Taglioni and gingham umbrella. 
But in Edward the First*8 days I very much fear, 

Had a gay cavalier Thought fit to appear 
In any such * toggery ' — then 'twas term'd * gear ' — 
He'd have met with a highly significant sneer, 
Or a broad grin extending ntmi ear unto ear. 
On the features of every soul he came near ; 
There was no taking refuge too then, as with us, 
On a slip-sloppy day, in a cab or a *lmi ; 

As they rode through the woods 

In their wimples and hoods. 
Their only resource against sleet, hail, or rain 
Was, as Spenser describes it, to ^pryck o'er the plaine ;' 
That is, to clap spurs on, and ride helter-skelter 
In search of some building or other for shelter. 

Now it seems that the sky. Which had been of a 
As bright and as blue as your lady-love's eye, [dje 
The season in fact being genial and dry, 



Began to assume An appearance of gloom 
From the moment the Kuight began fidget and fume, 
Which deepen'd and deepened till all the horizon 
Grew blacker than aught they had ever set eyes on, 
And soon from the far west the elements, rumbling 
Increased and kept pace with Sir Alured's grumbling. 

Bright flashes between, Blue, red, and green. 
All livid and lurid began to be seen ; 
At length down it came — a whole deluge of rain^ 
A perfect Niagara, drenching the plain ; 

And up came the reek. And down came the shriek 
Of the winds like a steam- whistle starting a train ; 
And the tempest began so to roar and to pour, 
That the Dennes and the Ingoldsbys. starting at score. 
As they did from the porch of St. Romwold's church 
Had scarce gain'd a mile, or a mere trifle more, [door. 

Ere the whole of the crew 

Were completely wet through. 
They dash*d o er the do^iis, and they dash*d throngh 
the vales, [dales. 

They dash'd up the hills, and they dash'd down the 
As if elderly Nick was himself at their tails ; 

The Bridegroom in vain Attempts to restrain 
The Bride's frightened palfrey by seizing the rein, 

When a flash and a crash 

Which produced such a splash 
That a Tankee had call'd it ' an Almighty Smash,' 

Came down so complete At his own courser's feet 
That the rider, though tamous for keeping his seat. 
From its kickings and plungings, now under, now upper, 
Slipp'd out of his demi -pique over the crupper, 
And fell from the back of his terrified cob 
On what bards less refined than myself term his ' Nob.' 
(To obtain a genteel rhyme's sometimes a tough job.' 



Just BO — for the nonce to enliven my song 
With a classical simile cannot be wrong — 
Just so — ^in such roads and in similar weather, 
Tydides and Nestor were riding together, 
when, so says old Homer, the ICing of the Sky, 
The great * Qoud-compeller,' his lightnings let fly, 
And their horses both mode such a desperate shy 

At this freak of old Zeus, 

That at once they broke loose, 
Reins, traces, bits, breechings, were all of no use ; 
If the Pylian Sage, without any delay, [^ray. 

Had not whipp'd them sharp round and away from the 
They'd have certainly upset his eahrioleif 
And there'd been the — a name I won't mention — ^to pay. 



Well, the Knight in a moment recover'd his 

Mr Widdicombe's mode of performing that feat 

At Astley's could not be more neat or complete, 

— It's recorded, indeed, by an eminent pen 

Of our own day, that this our great Widdicombe, then 

In the heyday of life, had afforded some ten 

Or twelve lessons in riding to Alured Denne, — 

It is certain the Knight Was so agile and light 
That an instant snfiSced to set matters right, 
Tet the Bride was by this time almost out of sight ; 
For her palfrey, a rare bit of blood, who could trace 
Her descent from the ' pure old Caucasian race,* 

Sleek, slim, and bony, as Mr Sidonia's 

Fine * Arab Steed * Of the veiy same breed, 
Which that elegant gentleman rode so genteelly 
— See * Coninfi;sby * written by * B. Disraeli ' — 

That ipaluey, I say. From this trifling delay 
Had made what at sea's call'd ' a great deal of way.' 
* More fleet than the roe-buck ' and free as the wind. 
She had left the good company rather behind ; fpress'd ; 
They whipp'd and they spurr'd and they after her 
Still Sir Alured's steed was * by long chalks ' the best 
Of the party, and veir soon distanc^ the rest ; 
But lone ere e'en he had the fugitive near'd, 
She dash'd into the wood and at once disappear'd ! 
It's a * fashions ' affair when ^on're out on a ride 
— ^Ev'n supposing you're not m pursuit of a bride, 
If yon are, it s more fashions, wnich can't be denied, — 
And you came to a place where three cross-roads divide. 
Without any way-post, stuck up by the side 
Of the road to direct you and act as a guide, 
With a road leading here, and a road leadinff there, 
And a road leading no one exactly knows where. 

When Sir Alured came In pursuit of the dame 
To a fork of this kind, — a three-prong'd one — small 
To his scholarship if in sielectang his way [blame 

His respect for the Classics now led him astray ; 
But the rule, in a work I won't stop to describe, is 
In medio temper tutitiimut tfrw. 
So the Knight, being forced of three paths to enter one, 
Da^'d, with these words on his lips, down the centre one. 

Up and down hUl, Up and down hill. 
Through brake and o'er briar he gallops on still, 
Aye banning, blaspheming, and cursing his fill 
At his courser because he had given him a * spiU ; ' 



Yet he did not gain ground | 

On the palfrey, the sound, 
On the contrary, made by the hoofs of the beast 
Grew fainter and faintor, — and fainter, — ^and— ceased ! | 
Sir Alured burst throngh the dingle at last. 
To a sort of a clearing, and there — he stuck fast ; 
For his steed, though a freer one ne'ar had a shoe on. I 
Stood fix'd as the (^vcmor's nag in * Don Juan,' 
Or much like the statue that stands, cast in copper, a i 
Few yards south-east of the door of the Opera, 
Save that Alured's horse had not got such a big 1 ail, 
While Alured wanted the cock'd hat and pig -tail | 

Before him is seen ' 

A diminutive Green 
Scoop'd out from the covert — a thick leafy screen 
Of wild foliage, trunks with broad branches between 
Encircle it wholly, all radiant and sheen, 
For the weather at once appeared clear and serene, 
And the sky up above was a bright mazarine,. 
Just as though no such thing as a tempest had b«^n. 
In short, it was one of those sweet little places 
In E^pt and Araby known as ' oases.* 

There, under the shade 

That was made by the glade. 
The astonish'd Sir Alured sat and survey'd 
A little low building of Bethersden stone. 
With irr and parasite creepers o'ergrown, 

A SaeeUumf or cell. In which Chronicles tell 
Saints and anchorites erst were accustom'd to dwell ; 
A little round arch, on which, deeply indented. 
The zig-zafgy pattern by Saxons m vented 
Was cleverly chisell'd, and well represented, 

Surmounted a door, Some five feet by four. 
It might have been less or it might have been more. 
In the primitive ages they made these things lower 
Than we do in buOdings that had but one floor ; [gm 

And these Chronicles say. When an anchorite 
Wish'd to shut himself up and keep out of the way. 
He was commonly wont m such low cells to stay,' 
And pray night and day on the rtx de chaufsee. 

There, under the arch I've endeavour'd to paint, [<^y^ 

With no little surprise. And scarce trusting his 
The Knight now saw standing that little Boy Saint \ 
The one whom before He'd seen over the door 
Of the Priory shaking his head as he swore — 
With mitre, and crozier, and rochet, and stole on. 
The very self-same-^r at least his Eidolon ! 
With a voice all unlike to the infantine squeak [speak ; 
You'd expect, that small Saint now addressed him to 
In a Dold, manly tone, he Began, while his stony 
Cold lips breath'd an odour quite Eau de Cclogne^y ; ' 
In fact, from his christening, according to rumour, he 
Beat Mr Brummell to sticks, in perfumery. 

< Sir Alured Denne I ' Said the Saint, * be aiten- 
-tive I Your ancestors, all most respectable men. 
Have for some generations been vot'ries of mine ; [shrine. 
They have brought me mould candles and bow'd at my 
They have made my monks presents of ven'son and wine, 
With a right of free pasturage, too, for their swine. 

And, though you in this Have been rather remise 
Still I owe you a turn for the sake of * lang ijne.* 
And I now come to tell you, ^our cursing and swearing 
Have rcach'd to a pitoh that is really past bearing. 

*Twere a positive scandal In even a Vandal, 
It ne'er should oe done, save with bell, book, and candle ; 
And though I've now leam'd, as Ive siways suspected. 
Your own education's been somewhat neglected ; 
Still you're not such an uninform'd pagan, I hope, 
As not to know cursing belongs to the Pope ! 
And his Holiness feels, very properly, jealons 
Of all such encroachments by pidtry lay fello^n-s. 

Now, take my advice, Saints never speak twice, 
So take it at once, as I once for all give it ; 
Go home I you'll find there all as right as a trivet. 
But mind, and remember, if once you give way 
To that shocking bad habit, I'm sorry to say, 
I have heard you so sadly indulge in to-day. 
As sure as you're bom, on the very first trip [lip, 

That yon noake — ^the first oath that proceeds from yoor 

111 soon make you rue it I — I've said it— 111 do it ! 
" Forewam'd is forearmed," you shan't say but yon knew 
Whatever you hold dearest or nearest yonr heart, [it 
I'll takb it aw at, if I come in a cart I 
I will on my honour ! you know it's absurd 
To suppose that a Saint ever forfeits his word 
For a pitiful Knight, or to please any such man^- 
IVe said it 1 I*U do't— if I dont, I'm a Dutehman ! *-- 

He ceased— he was gone as he closed his haranpie. 
And some one outside shut the door wilb a bang ! 
Sparkling with dew. Each green herb anew 
Its profusion of sweets round Sir Alured threw* 
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Ai pensive and thoaglitf.il he slowly withdrew 
(Kur the boofs uf bis hotse bad got lid ol Ihcit glue). 
And the cud of reflection coatiiined to chew 
I'll] the gables of Bonniugioa Hall rose in view. 
Little Teck'd-he what be imell, what he caw. 

BriUiance of sceneij, Fragrance of grecDcrr, 
FiU'd in impcesdng his meatal macbiner; ; 
Manj an hour had elapsed, well I ween, ere be 
. Fiirl J was able distinction to draw 
Tnixt the odour of garlic and boaquel du Boi. 

Mmilj. niCTTily sonnda the hom, 

And checrilj ring tliB bells ; 

For the race is ran. The »al is won, 
The little lost mattan ia happily fooiid, 
Ihf Lady of Bonnington'a uife and sound 

In the Uall where her new Lord dwells 1 
Hard had the}- ridden, that companj gay, 
After lair Edith, awaj and awajr : 
This had alipp'd back o'er bis courser's rump, 
Tbal had gone over hia ears with a plomp. 
But the Isdj herself had etuck on tike a trump. 

Till her panting steed Belax'd her speed. 
And feeling, no doubt, as a gentlenun feels 
Whm he's once shown a bailiff a fair pair of heela, 
Slopp'd of herself, as it's verj well ksown 
UoDies will do, when they're thorougblT blown. 



Oh, now the joj, and the frulieking, rtJlieking 

Ouings iudulged in bj one and bj all I 
Gaielj seiiad on the most melancboUe in 

Ail the broad lands aronnd Bonnington Hatl. 
All sorts of toTclry, All sorts of devilry. 

All play at ' High Jmks ' and keep up the ball. 
DaTE, weeks, and months, it is realtr asUoishing, 

tVhcD one's so happy, how time flies away ; 
Meanwhile the Bridegroom requires do admonishing, 

As to what pass'd on his own wedding day ; 
Kercr since then. Had Sir Alured Denne 
Let a word fall from his lip cr bis pen 
That began with a D, or left oS with an N I 

Once, and oaca only, when pnt in a rage, 

By a cnrelea young rascal he'd hired aa a Page, 

All buttons and brass. When in handling a glais 

Of spicfd hippocias, throws It all oicr his clothes. 
And spoils his best puurpoint, and smartest trunk hoee, 
Whild stretching his hand out to lake it andquafl it (he 
'd giren a rose noble a yard for the taSety), 
Then, nod then only, came into his head, 
A Terr sad word that began with a Z ; 

But he check'd his complaint. 

Bo rcmember'd the Saint, 
In the nick — Lady Denne was beBinuing to faint — 
That sight on his month acted amte as a bung. 
Like Nuhomet'i coffin, the shocLlng word hung 
flalf-way Iwixt the root and the tip of his tongue. 

Many a year Of mirth and good cheer 
F!en over their heads, to each other more dear 
Kvery day, they were quoted by peasant and peer 
As the rar^ examples of lure ever known, 
Since the days of Lt Chiraler D'ArbU and Joanne, 
^Vho in Bonnington chancel lie sculptured in stone. 

Well — ithappen'datlast, Altcrcertainyearapast, 
That on embassy came to our court from afar— 
From tiie Grand -dnka of Huscovy — now call'd the Ciar, 
And the Spindleahaok'd Monarch, determined to do 
All the grace that he could Uy a nobleman, who 
H^ ssil'd all that way from a country which few 
Id our England had heard of, and nobody knew 
With a hat like a muff, and a beard like a Jew, 
Out arsenals, buildings, and dock -yards to view. 

And to say bow desirous His Prince WUdijuirDS 
Had long been with mutual regard to inspire us, 
And how he regrc^tted be was nut ninch nigbcr us. 

With other fine things. Such as Kings say to Kin^ 
When each tries to bnmbng his dear Royal ftnther, in 
Hopes by sneh ' gammon ' to take one another in— 

King Longsfiginki, I say. Being now on his way 
Bound for France, where the rebels had kept him at bay, 

Was liTiug in clover At this time at Dover, 
r the castle there, waiting a tide to go over. 

Ho had Enmmon'd, I cant tell you how manr men. 
Knights, nobles, and sqnires to the wars of tiuioone. 
And ajn gpg these of course was Sir Alured Denne, 

"Who, acting like most Of the knights in the hert, 
Whose rcsidance was not too far from the coast, 
Ilad broufht his wife with him, delaying their parting. 
Fund sunS, till the very last moment of starting. 



Of course, with inch tola of lords, ladies, and knights, 
Intboir£bni cenelf«.* and their bri ght chain-mail tights. 
All accuitom'd to galas, grand doiu^. and eights, 
A matter like this was at once pnt to rights ; 

Twould have been a strange thing, 

" "" polish'd a king, 
Board of Grn 

, ...lent, ^ 

Couldn't teach an Ambassador what the word 'smart' 

A banquet was order'd at once for a score. 

Or more, of the corpi that had just come on shore. 

And the King, though he thought it 'a bit of a bore,' 

Ask'd all Ihe tlila 01 hisler^ to meet 
The illustrious Strangers aud share in the treat ; [her 
For the Boyar himseu, the Queen jrraciously made him 
Beau lor the day, from respect to Duke Wladimir. 
(Qneer as this name may appear iu the spelling, 

You won't Gad it trouble you, Sound bnt the W 
Like the first L in Llan, Lloyd, and Llewellyn I) 

Fancy the fusa and the fidgety lodu 

Of Bobert de Burehersh, the constables, cooks ; 

Fur pf course thecuuiitfl Of the King and the Queen 
Was behind them at London, (v Windsor, or Sheene, 
Or wherever the Coort ere it started had been. 

And it's really no jest, When a troublesome guest 
Looks in at a time when you're busy and prest. 
Just going 1a fight, or to ride, or to rest. 
And expects a good lunch when you've none ready drett. 

The Ecmmta, no doubt. Were much pnt to the rant, 
By this very exuinpore sort of set-out. 



But they wisely fcU back u] 
'When; " ' ' 



So they ronsack'd the country, folds, pig-styes, and pei 
For the sheep and the pcikera, the cocks and the hem 
Twas said a Tom-cat of Sir Alnred Denne's, 

A fine tabby-grey, Disappear'd on that day. 
And whatever became of him rto one could say ; 

They brought all the food That ever they con'c 
Fish, flub, and fowl, with ssa-coal and dry wood. 
To his Majesty's Dopifer, Eudo (or Ude), 
They lighted the town iip, set riiigiog the bells. 
And borrow'd the waiters from all the hotels. 
A bright thought, moreover, came into the head 
Of Bapifer Eudo, who'd some little dread. 
As he said, for the thorough success of his spread. 
So he said to himself, ' What a thing it would be 

Coold I have here with me Some one, two, or thr 
Of their outlandish scullions from over the sea I 
n's a hundred to one if tbo SuiU or thoir Chief 
Uudcntaod our plnm-poddiiigs, and barons of beef ; 
But with five minutes' chat with their cooks or the 



We'd soon dish up something to tickle their palates 1' 
With this happy conceit for improving the mess, 
Fooh-poohing expense, he despatch'd on eiprat 
In a waggon and four on tho inataut t4i Deal, 
Wbo dash'd down the hill without lacking tho wheel. 
And, by means which I guess bnt decline to reveal. 
Seduced from the Downs, where at anchor their vettcl 

LumpoS Icywiti, serf to a formaT Count Neiselrode. 
A cook of some lame. Who invented the lame 
Cold pudding that still bean the Kunily name. 
This aecomplish'd, the Che/'$ peace of mind was re- 

And in due time a banquet was placed on the board 
' In the very beet style, which implies, in a word, 
' All the damties the season ' (and king) ' could afford.' 

There were snipes, there were rails. 

There were woodcocks and quails, [tAilt) 

There were peacocks served np m their pride (that is 

Fricandean, frieasseea, Dneka and green peas, 
CcUlcUa a I'/adtSFUie and chops a la jSouMm 
(Which lost you may call ' onion mice ' if yon please). 

There are Itarbacu'd piga Stufi'd with raiiins and 
OnteUtUi and hancols, stews and ragaiti, [figs, 

And pork griskins, which Jews atill refuse aad atmae. 
Then the wines, — rmmd the circle how twiftly they 
Canarv, Sack. Malaga. Ualvtnne, Tent ; [went, 

Old Mock from the Rhiue, wine remarkably fine. 
Of the Charlemagne vint^e of seven ninety-nine, — 
Five eent'riei in bottle had made it divine 1 
The rich juice of Rousillon, Oaacoygne, Bordeaux, 

Maiasqnin, Curn^oa, Eirschen Wassar, Noyean, 
And gin which the company voted ' No Oo j' 

'The guests all hob -nobbing. 

And bowing and bobbing; 



Some prefer white wine, white othen more vatne rod. 

Few, a choice few. Of more orthodnc «)u(. 
Stick to > old crusted twit,' amoog whom was Sir Alured ; 
Never indeed at a lialiqurt before 
Hod Uukt gallant command^ enjoy 'd binuetf more; 

Then came ' sweets' — served in silver were tartlets and 

Jies— in glass, 
ies composed of punch, calves' feet, and isinglass, 
ams, and whipt -syllabubs, some hot, some coot, 
\Bcmanpe, and qmnre- custards, and gooseherry-fool. 
i now h'om the good ts'ite which reigns, it's confest. 
In a gentleman's, that is an Englishman's, breast, 
And makes him polite to a stranger and gnest, - 
They soon pla/d the deuce 
With a large CharlolU Huitt ; 
More than one of the party despatch'd his plate twice 
With ' fro realty oahoined, bnt — another small slice 1 
Your dishes (ram Russia are really so nice I ' [good in 
Then the prime dish of all I ' 'Thero was nothing so 
The whde of the Feed ' One and all were agreed, 
As the great Lumpoff Icywiti' Neoelrode pudding I ' 
Sir Alur^ Denne, who'd all day, to >«y sootb, 
V..._T___ .. , ,_.,.. ___,__^__,, 

[vittl^ 

, / rnvma im onnifeu ir — -" 

RequHited a friend 
Him a spoonful of what he heard all s( . ... 
And begz'd to take wine with him afterwards, grateful 
Because for a spoonful he'd sent him a plateful. 
Having emptied his glass — he ne'er balk'd or apitl'd it — 
The gallant Knight open'd his month — and then fill'd it- 
Yon must really escuse me— there's nothing could bribe 
Me at all to go on and attempt to describe 

The feancroe look then Of Sir Alured Denne t 
— Astonishment, horror, distraction o( mind, 
Bage, misery, fear, and iced pudding — combined 1 
Lip, forehead, and choek— how these mingle and meet 
All colouTs, all hues, now advance, now retreat, 
Kow pale is a turnip, cow crimson as beet 1 
How he grasps his arm-chair in attempting to rise, 
Se«hia veins how they swell 1 mark Ihe rolTof his eycsl 
Now east and now west, now north and now sooth. 
Till at once he contrives to eject from his monlh 

That vile ' spoonful ' — what He h|ts got he knows 
_. sn't quite lure if it's cold or it's hot ; [not. 

At last he excloiois, as he starts from his seat, 

' A SKOWBALL by !' what I decline to repeat. — 

'Twat tbe namo of it bad place, for mention unmeet. 







V jr*n before, by Kdmrd. tnm (b 



lloli 



Then oh what a volley 1—* great many heard 
What flow'd from bis lips, and twere really ahaurd 
To suppose (hat each man was not shock'dby each word. 
A great many heard, too, with mii'd fear and wonder. 
The terrible crash of the terrible thnndrr. 
That broke as if bursting the building asunder ; 
But very few heard, altbcogh every one might, 
Thefihort,hfllf-Btifled shriek from the chair on the right, 
Where the lady of Bonnington sat by her knight ; 
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And very few saw — some — the number was small, 
In the large ogire window that lighted the hall, 
A small stonr Saint in a nnall stonr pall, 
With a small stony mitre, and smaU stody erotier, 
And small stouj toes that owed nought to the hosier, 
Beckon stonily downward to Bome one below. 
As Merryman says * for to come for to go I' 
WhUe every one smelt a delicious perfume 
That seemed to pervade every part of the room! 

Fair Edith Denne, The &onn« e< &«220 then, 
Kever again was beheld among men I 
But there was the/at<(«ufl on which she was placed, 
And there was the girdle that graced her small waist, 
And there was her stomacher, brilliant with gems, 
And the mantle she wore, edged with lace at the hems. 
Her rich brocade gown sat upright in its phice, 
And her wimple was there — )mt where — whsbb was 

HER FACE? 

*Twas gone with her body — and nobody knows, 
Nor could any one present so much as suppose 
How that Lady contrived to slip out of her clothes I 

But 'twas done — she was quite gone — ^the how and the 
No mortal was ever yet found to declare ; [where, 

Though inauiries were made, and some writers record 

That Sir Alured offer'd a handsome reward. 

« * • « 

King Edward went o'er to his wars in Guienne, 
Taking with him his barons, his knights, and his men. 

You may look through the whole 

Of that king's muster-roll, 
And you won't find the name of Sir Alured Denne. 
But Chronicles tell that there formerly stood 
A little old chapel in Bilsington wood ; 

The remains to this day, Archisolo^ists say, 
liiay be seen, and I'd go there and look if I could. 
There lon^ dwelt a hermit remarkably good, 

Who lived all alone, And never was kno^n 
To use bed or bolster, except the cold stone ; 
But would groan and would moan in so piteous a tone, 
A wild Irishman's heart had responded * Ocb hone V 
As the fashion with hermits of old was to keep skins 
To wear with the wool on — ^most commonly sheep- 
skins — 
He, too, like the rest, was accustomed to do so ; 
His beard, as no barber came near him, too, grew so, 
He bore some resemblance to Robinson Crusoe ; 
In Honndsditch, I*m told, yonll sometimes see a Jew so. 

He lived on the roots, And the cob-nuts and fruits. 
Which the kind-hearted rustics, who rarely are churls 
In such matters, would send bv their boys and their 

They VI not get him to speak, [gu'I' ; 

If thev tried for a week, 
But the colour wonld always mount up in his cheek, 
And he'd look like a dragon if ever he heard 
His young friends use a naughty expression or word. 
How long he lived or at what tmie he died, 
Twcre Wd, after so many years, to decide, 
But there's one point, on wnich all traditions agree, 
That he did die at last, leaving no legatee, 
And his linen was mark'd with an A and a D. 

Alas, for the glories of Bonnington Hall I 
Alas^ for its splendour I alas, for its fall I 

Long years have gone by Since the travller might 
Any decentish house in the parish at all. [spy 

For very soon after the awful event 
I've related, 'twas said through all that part of Kent 
That the maids of a morning, when putting the chain 
And the tables to rights, would oft pop unawares, 
In one of the parlours, or galleries, or stairs. 
On a tall, female figure, or find her, far horrider. 
Slowly o' nights promenading the corridor ; 
But whatever the hour, or wherever th'e place, 
No one could ever get siglU of her face I 

Nor could they perceive Any arm in her sleeve. 
While her legs and her feet, too, seem'd mere * make 

believe,* 
For she glided along with that shadow-like motion 

Which gives one the notion 
Of clouds on a lephyr, or ships on the ocean ; 
And though of her gown they could hear the silk rustle, 
They saw out that side on't ornie with the bustle. 
The servants, of course, though the house they were 

bom in, 
Soon * wanted to better themselves,' and gave warning, 
While even the new Knight grew tired of a guest 
Who would not let himself or his family rest ; 

So he pack'd up his all, And made a bare wall 
Of each wefl-fumish'd room in his ancestors' Hall, 
Then left the old Mansion to stand or to fall, 
Having provicusly barr'd up the windows and gates, 
To avoid paying cesses aud taxes and rates, 
^ settled on one of his other estates 



Where he built a new mansion, and called it Denne Hill, 
And there his descendants reside, I think, still. 

Pour Bonnington, empty, or left, at the most, 
To the joint occupation of rooks and a Ghoat, 

Soon went to decay. And moolder'd away, 
But whether it dropp'd down at last I can't say, 
Or whether the jacadaws produced, by degrees, a 
Spontaneous combustion like that one at Fisa 

Some cent'ries ago, I'm sure I don't know, 
But you can't find a vestige now ever so tiny, 

* PerierufU,' as some one says, * eliam ruinm* 

MOBAL. 

The first maxim a couple of lines may be said in, 
If you are iii a passion, don't swear at a wedding I 

Whenever you chance to be ask'd out to dine. 
Be exceedingly cautious— don't take too much wine I 
In your eating remember one principal point. 
Whatever you do, have your eye on the joint ! 
Keep clear of side dishes, don't meddle with those 
Which the servants in livery, or those in plain clothes, 
Poke over your shoulders and under your nose ; 
Or, if you muU live on the fat of the land, 
And feed on fine dishes you don't understand. 
Buy a good book of cookery ! IVe a compact one. 
First-rate of the kind, just brought out by Miss Acton, 
This wiU teach you their names, the ingredients they're 

made of. 
And which to indulge in, and which be afraid of, 
Or else, ten to one, between ice and cayenne. 
You'll commit yourself some day, like Alured Denne. 

• To persons about to be married ' I'd say. 
Don't exhibit ill -humour, at least on The Day I 
And should there perchance be a trifling delay 
On the part of officials, extend them your pardon, 
And don't snub the parson, the clerk, or churchwarden I 
To married men this — ^For the rest r^f your lives. 
Think how your misconduct may act on your wives I 
Don't swear then before them, lest haply they faint, 
Or — ^what sometimes occu»— run away with a Saint 1 



A eerions error, slmllu' to that whfch fornif the subject of the 
foUowtag Legend, is uid to have occhtthI in the cece of one, or 
rather two gentlemen named Curlna, who dwelt near Hippo tn 
the dayi of St. Augustine. The matter was set rtRbt, and a 
friendly hint at the aame time oonreyed to the tll-u«ed Individoal, 
that It would be advisable for him to apply to the above-mon- 
Uoned Father, and be baptized with aa little deUy aa poesible. 
The atoiy la anotcd in ■ The Doctor,' together with another of the 
lame kind, wnlch le given on no leas authority than that of Orcr 
gozy the Great. 



THE BROTHERS OF BIRCHINGTON. 
A LiLT OF ST THOMAS k BECKET. 

YOU are all aware that 
On our throne there once sat 
A very great king who*d an Angevin hat, [in it, 

With a great sprig of broom, which he wore as a tiadge 
Named uom this circumstance, Heniy Plantagenet. 

Pray don't suppose That I'm going to prose 
O'er Queen Eleanors wrongs, or MissRoumond's woes, 
With the dagger and bowl, and all that sort of thing. 
Not much to uie credit of Miss, Queen, or King. 

The tale may be true. But between me and you. 
With the King's escapade 111 have nothing to do ; 
But shall merely select, as a theme for my rhymes, 
A fact which occurred to some folks in his timet. 

If for health, or a * lark,' You should ever embark 
In that best of improvements on boats since the Ark, 
The steam-vessel called the * Bed Bover,' the huge 
Of an excellent officer, named Captain Large, 

You may see, some half winr 

Twixt the pier at Heme Hay 
And Margate, the place where you're going to stay, 
A village call'd Birchington, famed for its * RoUs, 
As the fishing-bank, just in its front, is for Soles. 

Well, — ^there stood a fane 

In this Harry Broom's reign. 
On the edge of tne cliff, overhanging the main, 
Benown'd for its sanctity all through the nation 
And orthodox friars of the Austin persuasion. 

Among them there was one 

Whom if once I begun 
To describe as I ought I should never have done, 
Father Richard of Birchington, so was the Friar 
Yclept, whom the rest had elected their Prior. 



He was tall and t^ght Aboat six feet in height. 
His complexion was what you'd denominate light. 
And the tonsnre had left, 'mid his ringlets of brown, 
A little bald patch on the top of his crown. 

His bright n>arkling eye Was of hazel, and nigh 
Rose a finely-arch'd eye-brow of similar dye; 
He'd a small, well-form'd month with the Oupidon Up, 
And an aquiline nose, somewhat red at the tip. 

In-doon and oat He was Tery devout, 
With his Ave§ and PcUera — and oh, snch a knout 1 ! 
For his self-flagellationa I the Monks used to say 
He would wear out two penn'orth of whipcord a day t 

Then how his piety Shows in his diet, he 
Dines nnon pulse, or, by way of variety. 
Sand-eels or dabe; or lus appetite modks 
With those small periwinkles that crawl on the rocka. 

In brief, I don't strck To declare Father Dick— 
So they call'd him, * for short,'— was a * Regular Brick,* 
A metaphor taken— I have not the page aright — 
Out of an ethical work by the Stagyrite. 




Now Nature, tis said. Is a comical jade, 
And among the fantastical tricks she has play'd. 
Was the making our good Father Richard a Brother, 
As like him in fonn as one pea's like another; 

He waa tall and upright. About six feet in height. 
His complexion was what you'd denominate light. 
And, though he had not ahcxu his ringlets of brown. 
He'd a little bald patch on the top of his crown. 

He'd a bright sparkling eye Of the hazel, hard by 
Rose a finely-arch'd sourcil of similar dye; 
He'd a small, well-shaped mouth, with a Cupidon lip. 
With a good Roman nose, rather red at the tip. 

But here, it's pretended. The parallel ended I 
In fact, there's no doubt his life might have been 

mended. 
And people who spoke of the Prior with delight. 
Shook their heads if you mentioned his brother the 

Knight 

U you'd credit report, There was nothing' bat 
sport. 
And High Jinks going on night and day at * the C4>art,* 
Where Sir Robert, in^ead of devoUon and charity. 
Spent all his time in unseeming hilarity. 

He drinks and he eats Of choice liquon and meals. 
And he goes out on We'n'days and Fridays to treats, 
Qets tipsy whenever he dines or he sups, 
And is wont to come quarrelsome home in hia cups. 

No PaterBi no AvcB ; An absolate slave he's 
To tarts, pickled salmon, and sauces, and gravies ; 
While as to his beads — ^what a shame in a Benight ! — 
He really don't know the wrong end from the right ! 



THE ISOOLBBBY LEOENBS. 



' I'm vexed beyond bonmis 

Yon ihonld luve aocli Rood growids 
For annplkint ; I Honld rather hkve given five pounds, 
And «ny ipologir, air, you aaj choose, , 

III make with much pleuure, ud pat in the " News." ' 

' Ad apology 1 — pooh 1 Mu«h good thit viU do 1 
An " apolady " quolha !— and Ihat Um fconi you 1 — 
Before ^y piopusal is mado of the sort ^ [Court.' 
Bring buck yonr Btol'a guodn, thief ; produce them in 

In a momeat lo small It seem'd no lima at all, 
Father Richard eat up on his whnt-do-ye-call— ^ 
Fur ton tiant — and, what was as woadrouf m pleasing, 
At once began coughing, and mifting, and meezing. 

While, strange to rdate, the Enight, whom the 
fate [gate, 

Of hij brother had reach'd, end who knock'd at the 
Ti> make further inquiiieE, had scarce made his bow 
To the Saint ere he i-aaish'd, and nu one knew how 1 



And Qone could hare knoi 

That aentence which man his mortalify 

Sir Robert had disappear 'd liody and breeches 1 

' Heyday I Sir. heyday I What's the matter now 
Quoth A Becket, observing the gen'ral dismay, [ — eh?' 
■ How, again I — 'pun my wurd this is really loo bad I 
It would drive aiiy Saint in the calendar mad. 

' What, still at your tricking? 

Yon tci'II have a kickiug ? 
[ see you won't rest till you've got a good licking — 
Yonr claim, friend ? — what claim? — why, you show'd 
me before [the score t 

That your old claim was cancoU'd—yoo'Te cross'd oul 

' la it that way you'd Jew one ? 
YonVe letUed tiie tme one ? 
Do yon mean to tell me he has nm up a new ooe ? 
Of the tiouaandi yonVe cheSited And icarvily 

Name one you've dared charge with a bill onca receipted ! 
In the Bankruptcy Court should you dare to presume 
To attempt it, they'd soon kick yon out of the room, 
— A(k Commissiona' FonbUnqne, or aik my licsd 
Brougham. 

' And then to make under So barefaced a blmider 

Tour caption 1 — why, what's the world coma to, I 

wonder. 



Tbe Saint railed his am, But Old Nick, in 

Dasb'd np tturongh the akylight, not doing much hann. 
While, qiUUe pour la pmr, the Knight, sound on the 

Down the chimney came tumbling as black as a coal I 

Spare we to tell Of what alter befeU I 
How the Saint lectured Robert de Bitchington well, 
Bade bim alter his life, end held out as a warning 
The natniw escape he bad made on't that morning. 

Nor need we declare how, then there. 



Nor will yon require Me to state how the Prior 
Could never thenceforth b«v the sight of a fire. 
Nor ever was heard to express a desire 
In cold weather to see the thenaometei higher. 

Nor shall I relate The sabseqaeut [ate 
Of St Thomas k Becket, whose reverend pate 
.Fitiurse and De Morville, and Brito and Tracy, 
Shaved off, as Ms crown had been merely a jasey. 

Suffice it lo say. From that notable day 
Tbe ' Twin Birchington Brothers ' together grew grey; 
In (he same holy convent continued to dwell, 
Same food and same fastings, same habil, taran cell. 

No more the Knight rattles In broils and in 
battles. 
But sells, by De Bobins, his goods and his chattels. 
And conotrng all wealth a mere Will-o'-the Wisp, 
Dispotea of Quakes to Sir Nicholas Crisp*. 

One spot alone Of all he had known 
Of bis spacious dsmain he retain'd as his own, 
In a neighbouring parisb, whose name I may say 
Si^arce OJiy two people pronouzice the suae wav. 



Be-eul-vcr some style it. While others revile it 
As bad and say Re col w— 'Isn't wiitli while t 
Wouldseem todspnte whenwe know the result immat 
erial — I nccent. myself the penultunate 




Full of Saxon re uams, 



Call H as you will The traveller stiU, 
In the voyage that we tslk'd about, marks on the hill 
OrerhangiDg the sea, the ' twin towers ' raised then 
By ' Robert and Richard, those two pretty men.' 

Both tall and upright. And just equal in height ; 
The Trinity House talked of painting them white. 
And the thing wu macb spoken ef some lime ago. 
When the Dake, I beliece^but I really don't know. 

Well— there the ■ Twins ' stud 

On the verge of the land. 
To warn msiinsn off from the Columbine sand. 
And many a poor man have Robert and Dick [Nick, 
By their vow caused to 'scape, like themselves fnnn Old 

So, whether you're sailors Or Tooley -street tailmi, 
Broke loose from your masters, those attest of jailers, 
And, bent upon pleasure, are taking your trip. 
In a craft which you fondly conceive it a ship. 

When you've pass'd by the Nore, 

And yon hear tbe winds roar 
lu a maoner you scarce could have fancied befoe, 

When the nirilage and tackling 

Are flapping and crackling. 

And the boy with the bell Thinks it nselsB to teU 
You that ' dinner's on tahle,' because you're unwell 

When above yon all's ' send,' And below you 
Looks a horrible mixture of soap-snds and mud, [flood 

When the timbas are straining, 

And folks are cemplaining, 
The dead-lights are lettiug the spray and the run in. 

When the hchn^-man looks blue. 

And Cantain Large too. 
And you really dont tmow what on eartli you shall do ; 

In this hubbab and row Think where you'd be 
Except ta the Birchington boys and their vow 1 [now, 
And while o'er the wide wave yon feet the craft pitch 

^raic [or gt aatotoi of HobcclU anU IS^Hjarli I [hard, 

MOBAL. 

I complaint in tome bouses, 
- - who have elderly spouses. 



ll's a subject 

With young mairieu men woo jiave eiuerijr syui 
That persona are seen in their figures and facta 
With very queer people in very queer places, 
8o like them that one tor the other's on taken. 
And conjugal confidence thsreby moch shalcen : 
Exphmations too often are thought mere pretences. 
And Richard gets scolded for Robert's offences. 



n a matter so nice. If I'm ask'd my adv. 

, copy King Henry to obviate that. 

And sti» something remarkable np in rour hi 

Neitt, observe, iu this world where we'vp so mii 
How useful it Is to preserve your receipts .' 
If you deal witli a person whose truth ytra dta 
Be particular, still that your t>ill is crosa'd liil 
But, with any inducement to think bim a scac 
a fcfuial receipt on a regular stamp '. 

Lei every gay gallant my story who notes 
Take warning, and not go on 'sowini; wild u 
Nor depend that some friend Will alwar 
And by ' making all rigbt ' bring bim oS in ih 
He may be mistaken, so let bim beware, 
"' Tbamas k Beckets are □oi^'rather rare 

Last of all, may'rs and magistratea, never he nil 
To juries 1 they're people who loon't be pooh-iuJ 
Especially Sandwich ones — no one can say 
But himself may come under their clutches cttf -i^ 

Tbey then may pay ofi In kind any scnS, 
Kai, turaing their late verdict qoilo ' viaey if 
AcquU yon, and not ' recommend jon to me: 



THE KNIGHT AND THE UiDi. 
A DOMESTIC LEQUIND OF THS KEIGS OF gUEO il 
■ Hill, weddtd Im I mTOKiiHU Ik \ • 

THE LADY JANE was tall and slim. 
The Lady Jane was fair, i 

And Sir Thomas, her Lord, was stoat of limb, I 
But his cough was short, and his eyes were djo. , 
And he wore gitea ' specs,' with a turtoiseshrr :— 
And his hat was remarkably broad in the bnni. i 
And she was uncommonly fond of him, — I 

And they were a loving pair 1 — j 

And the name and the fame 
Of the Knight and his Damn 
Were ev'rywhere haii'd with the loudest acdii;: | 
And wherever thoy went, or wherever Iber csn* . 
**' and wide. The people cried. | 

1 1 for tbe Lord of this noble domain.— | 

Encore ! — Encore 1 — One cheer mm ! ' 

Ul aorts of pleasure, and no sort of pain 
To Sir Thomas the Good, and the Fair Ladj Jib- 
Now Sir Thomas the Oood, Be it wrll iAt.«^ 
Was a man of a very contemplative mood,— [iy 
He would pore by the hoar OV a ra : 
Or the slugs that come crawling not after a shii^. 
Black-beetles, and Bumble-bees,— Blue -bottle riK 
And Moths were of no small account in his rce. 
An ' Industrious Flea ' he'd by no means dtniiv. 
While an 'Oid Daddy-long-legs,' whoM -CiEil^ 

and thighs 
Pass'd the common in shape, or in colour, or ks. 
He was wont to consider an aboulnte prise, Tif '~i 
Nay, a hornet or wasp ha could scarce ' keep b pa 

Oave np, in short. Both business and tpist 
And abandwi'd himself Jotil sntier, t« Fllil»l^^ 

Now, as Lady Jane was tall and slim, — 

And Lady Jane was fair. 
And a good many years the junior of him, — 

And as be. All agree 
Luok'd less like ber Man, 
As he walk'd by hw wde, thaa her Fere, 
There are some might be found entertaining a ad' 
That such an entire and eiclosive devotion 
To that part of science folks stylo £atoDU>kiey. 

Was a positive shame. And, to socb a la:r Di 
Really demanded some sort of apoloo - 

—No doubt it teouU vex Cue half of tlw >ri 
To see their own husband in horrid green ■ specs.' 
Instead of enjoyiog a sociable chat. 
Still poking bis nose into this and to that. 
At a gnat, or a bat. or a cat, or a rat, 

Or great ugly things. All legs and winp. 
With nasty long tails arm'd with nasty long stiu.::^ 
And they'd join saeh a log of a spouse to condeni::. 

— (^e eternally thinking. 

And blinking, and winking 
At grubs, — when he ought to be winking at tb<m 



a StCktt. value tn ti 



Jai7, mtttr a juUeqt bearing Ivand him ' r 



THE KNIGHT AND THE LADY. 
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But no ! — oh no I Twas by no means so 
yiih the Lady Jane Ingoldsbj — she, far discreeter, 
Ind, having a temper more even and sweeter, 

Would never oDJect to Her sponse, in respect to 

His poking and peeping After ' things creeping ; ' 
inch less be still keeping lamenting, and weeping, 
h- scolding at what she perceived him so deep in. 

Tout au eontrairet No ladj so fair 
ras e*er known to wear mate contented an air ; 
Lnd, let who wonld call,^evei7 daj she was there, 
'ropoonding receipts for some delicate fare, 
ome toothMme conserve, of qnince, apple, or pear, 
t distilling strong waters,— or potting a hare, — 
t counting her spoons and her crockeiy-ware ; 
^r else, her tamhoor-frame before her, with care 
Imbroidering a stool or a back for a chair, 
iTith needle-work roses, most cmining and rare, 
Inoiagh to make less gifted visitors stare, 

And declare, where'er 

They had been, that, * they ne'er 
1 their fives had seen aught that at all eonld compare 
iTtth dear Lady Jane's hoosewifeiy — ^that they would 
swear.' 

Na J more : don't soppote With snch doings as 
"his accoont of her merits must come to a dcee : [those 
io ;^-exaniine h«r condnct more eloselT, yoall find 
he by no means neglected improving her mind ; 
or there, all the while, with air qnite bewitching, 
he sat herring-boning, tambonring, or stitching, 
t having an eye to aSaiis of the utchen. 

Close by her side. Sat her kinsman, MacBride, 
[er cousin, fourteen-times removed, — as you'll see 
t you look at the Ingoldsby family tree, 
a * Burke's Commoneis,' vol. xx. page 5 3. [pedigree, 

AU the papers IVe read agree. Too, with the 
VThere, am^ong the collateral branches, appears 
Captain Du^d MacBride, Royal Scots rusileers ; ' 
ind I doubt if you'd find in the whole of his clan 
L more highly-intelligent, worthy young man ; — 

And there he*d be sitting, While she was a- 
knitting, 
k hcnmiiag, or stitching, or darning and fitting, 
hr putting a * g<ve,* or a < gusset,' or * bit ' in, 
tcading aloud, with a very grave look, 
bnie very * wise saw ' from some very good book, — 

Some such pious divine as St. Thomas Aquinas : 

Or, equally charming, The works of Bellarmine ; 

Or else he unravels The *■ voyages and travels ' 
^f Hacklujtz— (how sadly those Duteh names do sully 
verse I) — 

Hirchas's, Hawksworth's, or Lemuel Gulliver's, — 
lut to name othen, 'mongst whom there are few so 
Ldmired as John Bunyan and Bobinson Crusoe.^ 

No matter who came, It was always the same, 
"he Captain was reading aloud to the Dame, [shelf, 
'in, from having gone Uirough half the books on the 
hey were almost as wise as Sir Thomas himself. 

Well, it hi^pen'd one day, — ^I really cant say 
be particular month ; but I thinh *twas in ACay, — 
'was, I knoiOf in the Spring-time, — ^when 'Nature looks 

gay/ 

s the Poet ob8erves,^-and on tree-top and spray 
he dear little dickey -birds carol away ; 
rhen the grass is so green, and the sun is so bright, 
nd all things are teeming with life and with light, — 
hat the whole of the house was thrown into f^ffright, 
or no soul could conceiye what was gone with the 
Knight ! 

It seems he had taken A light breakfast — ^bacon, 
n egg — with a little broil'd haddock — at most 
round and a half of some hot buttered toast, 
'ith a slice of cold sirloin from yesterday's roast. 

And then — ^let me see I — He had two — ^perhaps 
three 
ops (with sugar and cream) of strong gunpowder tea, 
rith a spoonral in each of some choice eau de vie, 
-Which with nine out of ten would perhaps disapee. — 

— In fact, I and my son Mix * black ' with our 
* Hyson,' 
either having the nerves of a buU, or a bison, 
nd both hating brandy like what some call pison.' 

No matter for that — He had call'd for his hat, 
rith the brim that I've said was so broad and so flat, 
nd his * specs * with the tortoisesheU rim, and his cane 
^th the crutch -handled top, which he used to sustain 
is steps in his walks, and io poke in the shrubs 
nd the grass, when unearthing his worms and his 
bus arm'd, he set out on a ramble — alack I [grubs — 
iel out, poor dear Soul 1 — but he never came back ! 

* First dinner-bell ' rang Out its euphonious clang 
t five — folks kept early hours then — and the * Last ' 
mg-dong*d. as it ever was wont, at half -past, 



While Betsy and Sally, And Thompsoa the 
VaUit 
And ereiy one else was beginning to bless himself. 
Wondering the Knight had not come in to dress him- 

self.^-> 
—Quoth Betsy, ' Dear me! why the fish will be cold I ' 
Quoth Sally,* Good gracious I how** Missis "iffCQ scold!' 

Thompson, the Valet, Looked gravely at SaUy, 
As who should say, ' Truth must not always be told I ' 
Then, expressing a fear lest the Knight might take 

Thus expos^ to the dews, [cold, 

Lamb's-wool stockings and shoes. 

Of each a fresh ^air. He put down to air. 
And hung a clean shirt to the nre on a chair. — 

Still the Master was absent — ^the Cook came and said, 

*he 
Much fear*d, as the dinner had been so long ready. 

The roast and the boil'd Would be all of it spo^*d, 
And the puddings, her Ladyship thought such a treat, 
He was morally sure, would be scarce fit to eat ! ' 

This closed the debate— *'Twonld be folly to 
wait.' [straight 

Said the Lady, * Dish up I — ^Let the meal be served 
And let two or three slices be put on a plate. 
And kept hot for Sir Thomas. — He's lost sure as fate I 
And, a hundred to one, won't be home till it's late I * 
— Captain Dugald MacBride then proceeded to face 
The Lady at table, — stood up, and said grace,'* 
Then set himself down in Sir Thomas's place. 

Wearily, wearily, all that night. 

That live-long night did the hours go by ; 
And the Lady Jane, In grief and in pain. 

She sat herself down to cxy I 
And Captain MacBride, Who sat by her side, 
Though I reaUy can't say that he actually cried, 

At least had a tear in his eye I — 
As much as can well be expected, perhaps, 
From * very young fellows ' for very * old chaps ; * 

And if he h^ said What he'd got in his head, 
'Twould have been, * Poor old Buffer 1 he s certainly 
dead!' 



The morning dawn'd, — and the next, — and the next, 

And all in the mansion were still perplex'd ; 

No watch-dog * bay'd a welcome home,' as 

A watch-dog should to the * Good Sir Thomas ;* 

No knocker fell His approach to tell, 
Not so much as a runaway ring at the bell — 
The Hall was silent as Hermits celL 

Yet the sun shone bright upon tower and tree. 
And the meads smiled green as green may be. 
And the dear little dickey-birds caroU'd with glee, 
And the lambs in the park skipp'd meny and free- 
Without all was jor and harmony I 

* And thus 'twill be, — ^nor long the day, — 
Ere we, like him, shall pass away I 
Yon Sun, that now our oosoms warms. 
Shall shine, — ^but shine on other forms ; — 
Yon Grove, whose choir so sweetly cheers 
Us now, shall sound on other ears, — 
The joyous Lamb, as now, shall play. 
But other eyes its sports survey, — 
The stream we love shall roU as fair. 
The flowery sweets, the trim Parterre 
Shall scent, as now, the ambient air, — 
The Tree, whose bending branches bear 
The One loved name — shall yet be there ; — 
But where the hand that cair ed it ?— Where ? * 

These were hinted to me as The very ideas 
Which pass'd through the mind of the fair Lady Jane, 
Her thoughts having taken a sombre-ish train, 
As she walk'd on the esplanade, to and again. 

With Captain MacBride, Oi course, at her side, 
Who could not look quite so forlorn, — though he tried, 
— An * idea,' in fact, had got into hit head, 
That if * poor dear Sir Thomas * should really be dead, 
It might be no bad * spec.* to be there in his stead. 
And, by simply contriving in due time, to wed 

A Lady who was young and fair, 
A Lady slim and tali, 

To set himself down in comfort there, 
The Lord of Tapton HaU.— 

Thinks he, * We have sent Half over Kent, 
And nobody knows how much money's been spent. 
Yet no one s been found to say which way he went ! — 
The groom, who's been over To fx>lkestone and 
Can*t get any tidings at all of the rover ! [Dover, 

— ^Here's a fortnight and more has gone by, and we've 

tried 
Every plan we could hit on— the whole countiy-side. 
Upon ail its dead walls, with placards weVe supplied, — 
And weVe sent round the Crier, and had htm well 

cried — 



** M1S8INO I ! Stolen, or strayed. Lost or mislaid, 
A OB^rrLBMAir ; — middle-aged, sober, and staid ; — 
Stoops slightly ; — and when he left home was array'd 
In a sad-colour'd suit, somewhat dingy and fray'd ; — 
Had spectacles on him wiUi'a tortoisesheU rim. 
And a hat rather loW-crown'd, and broad in the brim. 

Vnioe'er Shall bear. Or shall send him with care 

Sight side uppermost) home ; or shall give notice where 
e said middle-aged Gemtlzman is ; or shall state 
Any fact that may tend to throw light on his fate. 
To the man at the turnpike, call'd TAmKoroK Gatk, 
Shall receive a Bewabd of f^vi Pouvds for his 

trouble, — 
(«r N.B.— If defunct the Biwasd will be 

* Had he been above ground " [double 1 1"^) " 

He must have been found. [drown'd I 

No; doubtless he's shot,— or he's hanged, — or he*i 

Then his Widow— ay 1 ay 1— 

But what will folks say I — 
To address her at once— at so early a day I [may — 
Well — ^what then ! — who cares ! — ^let 'em say what tney 
A fig for their nonsense and chatter !— suffice it, her 
Charms will excuse one for casting sheep's eyes at her ! ' 

When a man has decided 

As Captain MacBride did. 
And once fully made up his mind on the matter, he 
C^an't be too prompt in unmasking his battery. 
He began on the instant, and vow'd that < her eyes 
Far exceeded in brilliance the stars in the ddes, — 
That her lips were like roses — ^her cheeks were like 

lilies — 
Her breath had the odour of daffy-down-dillies ! ' — 
With a thousand more compliments equally true. 
And express'd in similitudes equally new I 

— ^Then his left arm he placed 

Bound her jimp, taper waist— 
— ^Ere she fix'd to repulse, or return, his embrace. 
Up came running a man, at a deuce of a pace. 
With that very peculiar expres^^m of face 
Which always betokens dismay or disaster. 
Crying out — 'twas the Gardener, — * Oh, Ma'am ! we've 

found Master 1 ' 
— ^* Where? where?' scream'd the lady; and Echo 
scream'd* Where?' 

The man couldn't say * There I ' 

He had no breath to spare, 
But, gasping for air, he could only respond 
By pointing — ^he pointed, alas I — to the Pond. 

— ^^Twas e'en so— poor dear Knight I — with his specs 

and his hat. 
He'd g^e poking his nose into this and to that ; 

When, close to the side of the bank ho espied 
An < uncommon fine ' Tadpole, remarkably fat I 

He sioop'd ; and he thought her 

His own ; — ^he had caught her I 
GKit hold of her tail, — and to land almost brought her 
When — ^he plump'd head and heek into fifteen feet 
water! 

The Lady Jane was tall and slim, 

Hie liidy Jane was fair, 
Alas for Sir Thomas I — she grieved for him, 
As she saw two serving-men, sturdy of limb. 
His body between them \tear, 
She Bobb'd, and she sigh'd ; she lamented, and cried, 

For of sorrow brimful was her cup ; [died, 

She swoon'd, and I think she'd have fall'n down and 

If Captain MacBride Had not been by her side, 
With the Gardener ; they both their assistance supplied, 
And managed to hold her up. — [view 

But when she * comes to,' Oh! 'tis shocking to 
The n^t which the corpse reveals I 

Sir Thomas's body, It looks so odd — he 
Was half eaten up by the eels ! 
His waistcoat and hose, and the rest of his clothes 
Were all gnaw*d through and through ; 
And out of each shoe An eel they drew ; 
And from each of his pockets they pull'd out two I 
And the Gardener himself had secreted a few. 

As well we may suppose ; 
For, when he came running to give the alarm, 
He had six in the basket that hung on his arm. 

Good Father John^ Was summou'd anon ; 
Holy water was sprinkled. And little bolls tinkled, 
And tapeis were lighted, And incense ignited. 
And masses were sung, and masses were said. 
All day, for the quiet repose of the dead, 
And all night no one thought about going to bed. 

But Lad^ Jane was tall and sBm, 
And Lady Jane was fair, — 

* For some aoeonnt off Fbther Joho IngoUhbj. to whose papen 
I Am to nnch bebold«>n. mfi p. 8. Thti waa the last eccleslastloAt 
act of his long utJ VAluable lif*- 
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And, ere morning came, that wSnaoine dune 

Had made ap her mind— or, what*8 much the same, 

Had thought abatU'^once more * changing her name,' 

And she said, with a pensive air. 
To Thompson, the valet, while taking awaj, 
When snpper was over, the cloth and the tray,— 
< Eels a many IVe ate ; but any 

So good ne'er tasted before ! — 
They're a fish, too, of which Fm remarkably fond; — 
Go— pop Sir Thomas again in the Pond — 

Poor dear I — hs*ll oatch us boxk mobs 1 1 ' 

MOBAL. 

All middle-aged OenUemen let me advise, 
H you're manied, and have not got very good eyes. 
Don't go poking about after blue-bottle mes ! — 
If youTe spectMles, don't have a tortoiseshell rim, — 
And don't go near the water, — ^unless you can swim I 

Married ladies, especially such as are fair, 
Tfdl, and slim, I would next recommend to beware 
How, on losing one spouse, they give way to despair ; 
But let them reflect, * There are fish, and no doubt 
As good tfi the river as ever come out on*t I ' [on't 

Should they light on a snonse who is given to roaming 
In solitude— raiiofi de plus, in the * gloaming,'—- 
Let them have a fiz'd time for said spouse to come home 
And if, when * last dinner-bell ' *b nmg, he is late, [in I 
To insure better manners in future— Don't wait I — 

H of husband or children they chance to be fond, 
Have a stout iron- wire fence put all round the pond I 

One more piece of advice, and I close my appeals — 
That is — if you chance to be partial to eels. 
Then— Oreoe experlo — ^trust one who has tried — 
Have them spitch-cock'd — or stew'd — they're too oily 
when fried I 



THE HOUSE-WARMING 1 1 
A LEGEND OF BLEEDIKa-HEABT YARD. 
Did yop ever see the Devil danoe ?— Old Quirt. 

SIR CHRISTOPHER HATTON he danced with 
He'd a very fine form and a very fine face, [grace. 
And his cloak and his doublet were guarded with lace, 

And ^he rest of his clothes, Aj you well may 
In taste were br no means inferior to those; [suppose. 

He'd a yellow-starch'd ruff, 

And his gloves were of buff. 
On each of his shoes a red heel and a rose. 
And nice little moustaches under his nose; 

Then eveiy one knowff How he turned out his toes. 
And a very great way that acoomplidiment goes. 
In a Court where it's thought, in a lord or a duke, a 
Disgrace to fall short in * the BawU '—(their Cachouca). 
So what with his form and what with his face, 
And what urith his velvet doak guarded with lace, 
And what with his elegant dancmg and grace. 

His dress and address So tickled Queen Bess 
That her Majesty gave him a veiy snug place ; 
And seeing, moreover, at one single peep, her 
Advisers were, few of them, sharper or deeper 
(Old Burleigh excepted), ^he made him Lord Ke^er I 
I've heard, I confess, with no little surprise, 
English history call'd a farrago of lies ; 

And a certain Divine, A connection of mine. 
Who ought to know better, as some folks opine. 

Is apt to declare. Leaning back in his chair, 
With a rort of smirking, self-satisfied air. 
That *■ all that's record^ in Hume and elsewhere, 

Of our early " Annates " A trumpery tale is, 
Like the *' Bold Captain Smith's," and the ''Luckless 

Miss Bavley's "— 
That old Roger Hovedon, and Ralph de Diceto, 
And others (whose name should I try to repeat o- 
ver, well I'm assured you would put in your veto). 

Though all holy friars Were very great liars. 
And raised stories faster than Grissell and Peto— 
That Harold escaped with the loss of a " glim " — [limb 
That the shaft wnich kiird Rufus ne'er glanced from a 
Of a tree, as they say, but was aimed slap at Atm, — 
That fair Rosamond never was poison'd or spitted, 

But outlived Queen Nell, who was much to be pitied ; 

That Nelly her namesake, Ned Longshanks's wife. 

Ne'er went crusading at all in her life, 

Nor suck'd the wound made by the poison-tipp'd knife I 

For as she. O'er the sea. 

Towards fair Galilee, 
Never, even in fancy, march'd carcass or shook shanfcj, 
Of eonrse she could no mote suck Longshanks than 
Cmikahanks, 



But leaving her spindle-legg'd lieffe-loid to roam, 
Stay'd behind, and suck'd someuing much be^;er at 

That it's quite absurd [home, — 

To say Edward the Third, 
In reviving the Garter, afforded a handle 
For any Court-gossip, detraction, or scandal. 

As 'twould be to say, Thiit at Court t'other day. 
At the fSte which the newspapers say was so gay, 
His Great Representative then stole awav 
Lady Salisburv's garters as part of the pla^. — 
— lliat as to Prince Hal's being taken to jail. 
By the London Police, without mainprise or bail, 

For euffinff a judge. It's a regular fudge ; 
And that (Thief- Jnistice Gascoigne, it's very weU known. 
Was kick'd out the moment he came to the throne. — 
— ^Then that Richard the Third was a ''marvellous 

proper man " — 
Never, kiH'd^ injured, or wronged of a copper, man ! — 

Ne'er wish'd to smother The sons of nis brother, — 
Nor ever struck Harry the Sixth, who, instead 
Of being squabash'd, as in Shakspeare we've read. 
Caught a bad influenza, and died in his bed, 
In the Tower, not far from the room where the Guard is 
(The octagon one that adtoihs Duffus Hardy's). 
— That, in short, all the '* facts " in the Decern Scrij^oreit 
Are noting at all but sheer humbugging stories. 

Then if, as he vows, both his country and France in« 
Historians thus gave themselves up to romancing. 
Notwithstanding what most of them join in advancing 
Respecting Sir Christopher's capering and prancing, 

Twin cause no surprise If we find that his nse 
Is not to be solely ascribed to his dancing I 
The fact is. Sir Christopher, early in life. 
As all bachelors should do, had taken a wife, 
A Fanshawe by family,— one of a house 
Well descended, but boasting less ' nobles ' than nous : 

Though e'en aa to purse He might have done worse. 
For I find, on perusing her Grandfather's will, it is 
Clear she had ' good gifts besides possibilities,' 

Owches and rings, And such sort of things, 
Orellana shares (then the American Stocks), [clocks, 
Jewell'd ttomachen, coifs, raffs, silk-stockings with 
Point-lace, cambric handkerchie£s, night-ci^ and — 
(Recondite apparel contain'd in her box), [socks — 
' — Then toe height of her breeding 

And depth of her reading 
Might captivate any gay youui, and, in leading 
Him on to * propose,' well excuse the proceeding : 
Truth to tell, as to 'reading,' the Lady waa thought to do 
More than she should, ana know more than she ought 
to do; 

Her maid, it was said, Declared that she read 
(A custom all staid folks discourage) in bed ; 

And that often o' nights, (Md noises and nghts 
In her mistress's chamber had given her sad fright. 
After all in the mansion had put out their lighto. 
And she verily thought that hobgobblins and sprites 
Were there, lacking up all aoris of devil's delignts ; — 
Miss Alice, in shot^ was supposed to ' collogue ' — ^I 
Don't much like the word — with the subtle old rogue, I 
've heard call'd by so man^ names— one of them's ' Bogy' — 

Indeed, 'twas conceived. And by most f olksbelieved, 
— A thing at which all of her well-wishers grieved — 
That should she incline to play such a vagary. 
Like sage Lady Branxhohn, her contempo-rary 
(Excuse the false quantity, reader, I pray). 
She could turn a xnight mto a waggon of hay, 
Or two nice little boys into puppies at play, 
Ration de ptus, not a doubt cOuid exist of her 
Power to turn ' Kit Hatton* into * Sir (^ristopher;' 
But what * mighty magic,' or strong ' conjuration,' 
Whether love-powder, philtre, or o8ier potation, 

She used, I confess, I'm unable to guess, — 

Mnch less to express By what skill and address 
She ' cut and contrived ' with such sienal success, 
Ab we Londoners sav, to ' inwig?le * Queen Bess, 

Inasmuch as I lack heart To study the Black Art ; 
Be that as it mav, — it's as dear as the sun. 
That, however she did it, 'twas certainly done I 

Now, they're all very well, titles, honour, and rank. 
Still we can't but admit, if we choose to be frank. 
There's no harm in a snug little sum in the Bank I 

An old proverb says, ' Pudding still before praise I ' 
An adage well known I've no doubt in those days. 
And George Colman the Younger, in one of his plays, 
Blakes one of his characten loudly declare 
That ' a Lord without money,' — ^I quote from his ' Heir- 
At-Law ' — * 's but a poor wishy-washy affair ; ' — 
In her subsequent conduct I think we can see a 
Strong proof the Dame entertained some such idea. 

For, once in the palace. We find Lady Alice 
Again playing tricks with her Majesty's chalice 



In the way that the joeoM, in 

Our days, tehn * hocunin^ ; ' 
The liquor she used, as Pve said, ahe kept doi^. 
But whatever it was, she now doaUed tLe doe ' 

(So fame is the saying, ' We never can <t«f . . 
Our progress, when once with the foul fiend we l«if> . 
— She * doctor'd ' the punch, andshe * doctor*d ' xt-* :-. 
Taking care not to put in sufficient to fUvoor i\ 

'TUl, at eveiy fresh sip. That moisten'd ks >^ 
The Virgin Queen erew more attach'd to her F«^ 

* No end ' now ne <v>minatMia Of money ilI 
And, as Geoige Robins says, when he's wntis^ 

houaes, 
< Messuages, tenements, erofts, tofts, and oath^ns^ 
Parks, manon, chases, She ' gives and she gns» 
To him and his heirs, and his uncles and aimhi; 
Whatever he wants, he has only to ask it. 
And all other suitozi^ are ' left m the basl^' 

Till Dudley and Rawleigh Began to ludk v:^ 
While even grave Cecil, the umoos Lord Burirf . 
Himself, 'shook his head,' and grew snai^nshax; b; 

All this was fine sport. As oar anthoo re^ 
To dame Alice, become a great Lady at Court 
Where none than herLad^ip's husband looka ' r 
Who 'led the brawls '*ftiUwHh the same gari 
Though losing a little in slimness and figure; I'^i 
For eatin|^ and drinking all day of the best 
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Of viands wdl drest. With ' Botsess s Ze*- 
Is apt, by degrees, to enlarge a maa^ vest ; 
And, what in Sir Christopher went to increas» l*.' 
*d always been rather inclined to obesty-; 
— Few men in those times were f oond to gmr t=: 
With beef *8teaks for breakfast and poi^-pte hv ^ 

Now it's really a ^fficult problem to say 

How long matten might have gone on in thk wx 

U it had not unluckily happen^ one day 

That NiOK, — ^who, because He'd the ft« ^ 
And his hoofe— /he's by no means so ytmng a l^ " 
And is subject ox late to a sort of rheumatic %- 
-ttack that partakes both of gout and sciatica).-' 
All the night long had twisted and grinned. 
His pains much increased by an easterly vii^ 
Which always compels him to hobble and lizf 
Was strongly advised hjr his medical Imp 
To lie by a Httle, and give over wor^ 
For he'd lately been slaving away like a Turk. 
On the Ghiinea-coast, helping to open a bnv? uii^- 
In niggers, with Hawkins who founded the skr-:^ 
So he call'd for his ledger, the constant nxart 
Of your mercantile folk, when theyVe * not is fcl ^^ 
— n a cold or catarrh makes them hndsy icd isc 
Or a touch of gout keeps them away from ' titf Bi:^ 
They look over their books as a matter of cosr^. 
Now scarce had Nick tum'd over one page or tv^ 
Ere a prominent item attracted bis view, 
A Bill I that had now been some days overttt. 
From one Alice Hatton, n4e Fanshawe — a C£r * 
Which you'll recognize, re&der, at once as t!^ ut' 
With that borne ^ Sir Christopher's erodltf ic ' 
The signature — much more pnmoneSe than p Ji 
Seem'd written in blood — ^but it might be nd iii- 

While the rest of the deed He proce«d»l ' " 
Like ev'ry * bill, bond, or acquittance ' whew dr*- ^ 
Three hundred years old, ran in Latin. — * Sfis^' 
(^Diaholif) omnes ad quoe hice perTemeni—' 
— But courage, dear Reader, I mean to be Imi*-' ' 
And scorn to inflict on vou half the * LAw-naLzi 
Ipicked up < umquhile ^ in three days* q^edal p^^a- < 
which cost me— a theme Fll not pause to di^rv^s < 
Just thirty-three pounds six-and-eightpence t W*-^ ^ 
< As I'm stout, I'll be merciful,' ther^ore, and ^>i^ 
All these technicalities, end by declaring 

The deed so correct As to make one nEq^:"' 
(Were it possible an^r such person cculd gxi ther. 
Old Nick had a Special Attorney below there : 
'Twas 80 framed and express'd no tribunal oobid ^Ll 
And firm as red wax and Hack ferret coold nuL ^ 

By the roll of his eye As Old Nick pat t*. Ir 
It was dear he had made up his mind what t** ^- 
In respect to Uie course he should have to ponar. 
When his hoof would allow him to put on a sL* 

Now, although the Lord Keeper held under ikt c' 

house 
And land in the country — ^be'd never a Town-L-o' 
And, as we have seen, His oonne always h^^ ' 
When he wanted a thing, to solicit the Qnerzu 
So now, in the hope of a fresh acouisition. 
He danced off to Court with his * Humble Pet«t. ^ 

* 'The grave Lord Keeper led the bmvK 

The seftU and maeat daaeed Mian him.*-4;aAi 



TME HOVSE-WABUlNOa 



' Pleau jonr Majratf '■ Once, I hare not * place 
I etn well put mj lieid Id, to dine, rap, or ibep I 
your OnM'B Lord Keepor hu Dmrhera to Aeep, 

So I h« and entreat, At jonc M"'"'" '" ' 
Hiit^our ^>ce iriU be gncioDsIj' plei 



o I hw and entreat. At 71KIC Majeatv'a fe«t, 
lit TOUT ^ace iriU be gncioDsIj' pleased lu to ti 
With as little delar As yoai Majeit; maj. 



The Queen, when she heard ThU petition pn- 
ferr'd, 
Oave eat to Sir Cbristopber'i nit at a word ; — 
"Odda Bob*, 1117 good Lccd 1 ' wai hei gracious leplf, 

' I don't EnoiT, not I, Any good reason vhj 
A Lord Keeper, like 7on, should not alvajs be nigh 
To advise — and deviie — and reviie — our lupplj — 
A House I we're luiprised that the thing djd not strike 
Us before — Yea t — of course t — PlST, whose house would 

you like? 
When I do things of this kind, I do them geuteely. 
A House ?— let me see [ there's the Bishop of Ely t 
A capital mansion, I'm told the proud knare is in, 
Up there in Holborn, just opposite Tbaries Inn — 
miere the strawberries grow so flue and so big, 
Whicb our Qrandmothei s ancle tock'd ia like a pig, 
King Bichard the Thiid, which you all must ht) 

The day, — don't yoo know ? — he cot Hastings' head 08- 
And mark me, prood Prelat« t — I'm speaking to too, 
Bishop He&ton 1— yon need not, my Lord, lot^ so blne- 
GiTfl it np on the initant I I dm t maan to shock yon. 

Or else by !— (The Bishop wtu shock'd 1)— 111 

unfrock yon 1 I ' 
Tbe Queen turns abroptly her back on the group, 
The uiurliers aU b<j« as she paiaea, and strop 
To kiss, as she goes, the hind flounce of her hoop, 
And Sir Christopher baling thni danced to some tune. 
Skips away with much glee in his beat rindoon ! 

While poor Bishop HeatoD, Who loond hiniMlf 

In Mrious alum at tba QaBen'i eontameliottt 

And mnadag laaa, at once gave him w^ Ely Hodm, 

With eT«y apputtniancs thneto belonpng, 

Incladine tbe strawberry-beds twaa so strong in ; 

Politely he bow'd to the gratified miaioD, 

And said, there can be, mj good lord, in iniiiian 

No difference betwixt yours And mtne as Ul flx- 

Acd tables, and chain — We need no nrTeyVs — 
Take them just as yon find them, withont reaerr a tiwi. 
Orates, ooppert, and all, at your own ralnation ! ' 

Well 1 the object ia gain'd t A good town-house 
obtaiB'dl 
Tba next thing to be thought of, is now 
The ' hooM-wanning ' party — the icAea and the flow, — 

Tbe Conrt ladiss call, One and all, great and small 
For an elegant ' Spread ' and more elegant Ball, 
So, Sir Christopher, Tain as we know, of his capering. 
No sooner bad Wsh'd his painting and pi^iering 

Than he sat down and wrot« A nice litUe pink 

To ercrj great Lord whom he knew, and hit *p<m«e. 



Qood compaor co Hie next ere of 
Tix. : Friday we«s, Jnne 14th, as their g 

To partake of pot-luck, And taste a fat back. 
K.B. Venisin on table exactly at j, 
QuadriHaa in the at tenoon, 

B. S. V. P 

theee, and his wife : 



life! 



Par HIT good Lctd of So-and-so theee, and his 1 
Ride t tide I fra thy life I to thy life I for thy 
Thnt, conrtieranrere wont to indone their express 
In Hairy the Tmth'a time, and alio Qneen Beaa^. 
The Dame, for her part, t«o, took order that cards 
Shoold be sent to the meM-rooma of all the Hussars, 
Tbe Honsehold troops. Train-bands, and boras and toot 

Well, the day for the rout, at length came aboiit, 
And tbe bells of St. Andrew's rang merrily out. 



All gallant and grand Defiled from the Strand. 
Sane thiongh Chancery (then an onpaved and much 
wetter^ I^e, [Lane ; 

Othen throogh Shoe (whicb was not a whit betto') 
Others through Fewtar's (carrripted to Fetter) Lane ; 
Some from Cneapside and St Hary-le-Bow, 
From Bishopsgate Street, Dewgate Bill,* and Budge 
Bow. 
* Nb- Frudi Dnki'a bnsa, ' tbe Arbenr.' stood ben. 



Th*y come and the* .go. 

Squire and Dame, 6eUe and Beau, [Snow) 

Down Saote Hill (which wa have since whitewaah'd to 
All eager la see the magnificent show. 
And sport what some call a ' faalaatical toe ; ' 

In silk and in satin. To batten and fatten 
Dp<m the good cheer of Sir Christopher Hatton. 

10 made a 

it Uieir Onnd Armada . 
With him come Frobisberand Haickings, 

In yellow rolls, roeettea, and stockings. 



■ friend,' at least hm ' pitcher.' 
A flonririi, trumpets I strilM the dmnu I 

Will Sbakqiearfl, never of his pen sick, 
Is here — next Doctor Uasten comes, 

Benown'd afar for curing men sick, — 
Queen's Serjeant Barham t with his boms 

And tipstare*, ooif, and wig forensic 



Boom t Boom t for f^eat Cecil I — place, place, for his 
Dame I— [name 

Boom 1 Boom I for Sonthamptoi-^or Sidney, whose 
As a Pretti Chnalltr, in the records of Fame, 
> Beats Banagher ' — e'en now bis praises, we all sine 'em. 
Knight, Poet, Qentleman I— Roam 1 for Sage WaUing- 



c bc'i dunrn again — look at the rongert 
I all amt wh ch he makn to Ih IJ n 

Al e, lie nob e L J T eaau ji. 

L m D H w shall A grui pi 



nt 



Boom I for Lord Hunsdon ! — for Sussex 1 — for Baw- 

leigh I— 
For laooLDgBT ! I Oh I it's mongb to appal ye I 

Dearmel how they call I 

How th^ squaU I bow they bawl 1 
This dame hsa Itat her shoe — that one her shawl— 
My lord's got a tumble — my lady a fall I 

HowaHaUl aHaUl ABrawll a Brawl I 
Here's my Lord Keeper Hatton, so itateN and t^ I 
Has led out Lady Hunsdon to open the Ball I 



A roundelay 1 Fiddle away I 
Obey I obey I — hear what they all say 1 
Hip I^dcsic Nosey '— pW up there I ! — play I 
Never waa aavthing hall so gay 
As Sir Christopher ^tton's gnnd hcdiday I 

The clock strikes twelve I — Who cares for the clock T 

Who cares for Hark I— What a loud Singte-knoek I 

Dear me ! dear me I Who can it be ?— 
Why, who can be coming at this time ol night. 
With a knock Uke tiol bouest ftdk to affright 1— 
' Affright ? ' — yes, afrigU I — there are many who mock 
At fear, and in dsnga stand firm as a rock, 
Whom the roar of the battle-field never coutd shock, 
Yet quail at the aotnid of a vile ' Single knock I ' 
Hark I— what can the Porter be thinkmg of 7— What I— 
If the booby has not let him in 111 be shot I — 

Dear me I bow hot The room's all at mce got I — 
And what rings through the roof ? — 
It's tbe sound of a Aoo/ 1 
It's some donk^ a-coming op-stain at full trot I 
Stay t — the folcung-docss open I the leaves are thrown 

back. 
And in daneee a tall Ttguranl — all ih black 1 1 
Gracious me what an ratredua t Oh. what a bound I 
Then with what an a-plomb he comea down to the 
ground I 
Look there I look there I Now he's up in the air t 
Now he's hen I now he's there 1 — now he's no one 

know"* where 1 — 
Bee I see I — he's kick'd over a table and chair I 
There they go I — all the itrawbenies, flowen, and sweet 
herbs, 

Turn'd o'er and o'er Duim on the floor, 
Ev'ry caper he cnta oversets or disturbs 
All the ■ Keen's Seedlings,' and ' Wihnot'l Saperb* 7 ' 

There's a pirouette ^—weVe 
AL a great deal too near ! [clear I 

A ring I — give him room or hell 'shin' yoa — stand 
There^ ■ "pring again 1 — oh ! 'tis quite frightful t — Dh 

His toe's broke the top of the glass chandelier 1 1 

lUeA bySb Blebaid Bikar ■ Tha Funoai Liwjit.'— 4m Ui 




— But no I — slie recoils — she could scatfelook more pile 
Instead of a Bean's twos tbe bow of a Bailiff I— [if 
lie holds out his hand — she declines it, and draws 
Back her own — seel — he grasps it with lioniil black 
dawn, [paws ! I 

Like the shorl, Bbarp, stn>ng iiaila of a Poliir Bcnrs 

Soch sDothei, I deem. 
As, long aftfr. Miss Mary Brown t scream 'd iu her dream. 
Well she might I for 'twos shrewdly remark'd by her Page, 
A sharp litue boy about twelve rears of ase. [cry. 

Who was standing cl.ut by' When she iiltpr^d her 
That the whole of hpr iirm «hnvell'd np. and erew dry, 
While the fingen end thanib of the hand he bad gut 
lu liis clutches became on the instant bed botI ', 

Now he whirk and he twirls 

Through the girls in their curls, [pearls, 

jViii] Ibi-jr tiiiLi^p, anil their feathers, ami diamonds, and 

Ni'.i liiL-h,— nowlow, — Now fast, and now sluw, 
liilrri:. I Ti-uinKVTfllion they go i 
Tl..' il: -i-..li-,ur'd Belle and her coffee-faced Beau 1 

{.'[> lliey go once 1 and up thpy go twice I^ 
Bound the hall I — rmind the bull ', — and now up they 






o thric 



nl 



The thunder roars 1 And the rain it pours I 
And the lightning comes ia through the windows am 

Then more calling, and bawling, [doors 

.^nd Equalling, and fnllinz. 
Oh 1 what a fearful ' straiiiash they arc aB in ! 

Out they all sallv. The whole corpt de hiillcl— 
Some daiJi down Uolbora-hlll into tbe valler. 
VN'hcre stagnates Fleet Ditch at the end of Harp Alley 
Some t'other way, with a speed quite amasing, 
Nur pause to take breath till Ihev get beyond Gmy's Inn 
In cvcfj sense of the word, sneh n rwit of it, 
Never was made in LondoD, or out of it l 



K:i* all blacken'd and scorch'd, 
All the crockery broken, dis-b, plate, and tureen I 
^Vlllle thnee who lo'ik'd up could perceive in the roof. 
One very large hole in tbe &hape of a houf! 
I Vidt lbs Hlcbrilrd ballitl of ■ OilM Smgghit.' — CbtnocA'J 
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THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. 



Of poor Ladj Hftttoo, it's needless to say, 
No traces have ever been found to this dajr, 
Or the t *<Tible dancer who whiskM her awaj ; 
But out m the court-yard-^^ind j.^st in that part 
Where the pump stands — ^laj bleeding a labgs Httsian 

Hjbabt, 
And sundry large stains Of blood and of brains, 
Which had not been wash*d off notwithstanding the rains. 
Appeared on Uie wood, and the handle and chains, 
As if somebodj^s head, with a very hard thump. 
Had been recently knocked on the top of the pump. 
That pump is no more !— that of which youVe just read, — 
But tney Ve put a new iron one up in its sta&d, 

And stifi, it is said. At that * small hour ' so dread, 
When all sober people are cosy in bed, 
There may sometimes be seen on a moonshiny night. 
Standing dose to the new pump a Lady in White, 
Who keeps pmnping away witn, 'twould seem, all her 

might, 
Though never a drop comes her pains to requite 1 
And hence many passengers now are debarr d [Yard ! 
From proceeding at nightfall through Bleeding-Heart 

Moral. 

Fair ladieft, attend ! and if youVe a * friend 
At Court ' don't attempt to bamooozle or trick her I 
— Don't meddle with negus, or any mix'd liquor !-^ 
Don't dabble in * Magic I ' my story has shown 
How wrong 'tis to use any charms But your own ! 

Young Gentlemen, too, may, I think, take a hint 

Of the same kind, from what I've here ventured to print 

All Conjuring's bad I they may get in a scrape, 
Before theyVe aware, and whatever its shape, 
They may find it no easy affair to escane. 
It's not everybody that comes off so well 
From leger-de-main tricks as Mr Brunei. 

Don't dance with a Stranger whe looks like a 6uY| 
And tehen dancing don't cut yours capers too high I 

Depend on't the fault's in Your method of waltz- 
If ever you kick out the candles — dont try 1 [ing, 

At a ball or a play. Or any sotr^e, 
When a petit aouper constitutes the *ApreM,^ 
If strawb ries and cream with Chaupaonb form a part. 
Take care of your Head — and take care of your EDeabt ! 

If you want a new house For yourself and your 
spouse, [it I 

Buy, or build one, — and honesUy pay, evoy brick, for 
Don't be so green as to go to Old Nick for it — 
— Go to George Robins — ^hell find you * a perch * 
{Didee DomunCt his word) without robbing the Church. 

The last piece of advice which I'd have you regard 
Is, * don't go out of a night into Bleeding-Heart Yard/ 
It's a dark, dirty, black, ill-looking souare. 
With very queer people about, and unless you take care, 
Yon may find when your pocket's clean'd out and left 

bare, 
That the iron one is not the only * Pump ' there ! 



Kind, ffood-heaxted, goutj Uncle John ! liotr well T remember 
All the klndneaa and Affection which my miachievoiiA propensUIes 
(•o ill repaid^his bright blue coat and resplendent gilt buttoni — 
his * frosty pow ' »i bien poudre—h\» little qutll-like pigUU !— 
Of all my pralaeworthy actions— they were Mike angel's visits, 
few and far between ^-4he nover-failing and manifioent re- 
wardcr ; of my naughty deeds — they were multitudinous as the 
saiids on the sea-shore— the ever-ready psUiator ; my intarcessor, 
and Bometimps even my defender against punishment, * staying 
harsh Justice in its mid-career I '— X'our Uncle John 1 he will ever 
rank among the dearest of my 

NURSERY REMINISCENCES, 

I REMEMBER, I remember, 
When I was a little Boy, 
One fine morning in September 
Uncle brought me houie a toy. 

I remember how he patted 
Both mv checks in kindliest mood ; 

* Then ' sa'id he * you little Fat-head. 
There's a top because you're good ' 

Grandmamma — a shrewd obscn'cr — 

I remember gazed upon 
My new top, and said with fervour, 

• Oh ! how kind of Unde John ! ' 

While mamma, my form care5;5ing, — 

In her eve the tear-drop st<x)d, 
Read me this fine moral lesson, 

• Sec what comes of being good I 



I remember, I remember. 

On a wet and windy day, 
One cold morning in December, 

I stole out and went to play ; 

I remember Billy Hawkins 

Came, and with his pewter squirt 

Squibb*d my pantaloons and stockings, 
Till they were all over dirt I 

To my mother for protection 

I ran, quaking eveiy limb : 
— She exclaim'd, witn fond affection, 

* Gracious Goodness I look at him I *- 

Fa cried, when he saw my garment, 
— 'Twas a newly-purchased dress — 

* Oh I you nasty little Warment^ 

How came you in such a mess ? ' 

Then he caught me bv the collar, 

— Cruel omy to be kind — 
And to my exceeding dolotir, * 

Gave me — several slaps behind. 

Grandmamma, while yet I smarted, 
As she saw my evil plight. 

Said — 'twas rather stony-hearted — 
< Little rascal I sarre him riglit I ' 

I remember, I remember, 
From that sad and solemn day. 

Never more in dark December 
Did I venture out to play. 

And the moral which they taught, I 
Well remember ; thus they said — 

* Little Boys, when they are naughty. 
Must be whipp'd and sent to bed ! ' 



Pooa UxcLE Joim ! 

* After life's fitful fever be sleeps well,* 

tn tha old Ikmily vault In Denton chancel— and dear Aunt Fanny 
too !— the latter also * loo'd me wecl,' as the Sootch song baa it, — 
and stnoe, at this moment, I am in a most soft and sentimental 
humour — r— whisky toddy should ever be made by pouring the 
teiltf^ fluid— Aotter tf possfble — ^npon the thinnest lemon-peel, 
— «nd then— but everybody knows * what iken — ') I dedicate the 
following *Tru6 History ' to my beloved— 

AUNT FANNY. 
A LEGEND OF A SHIRT. 

Tlrglnlbtts, Puerisque canto.— Hor. 
Old Maids, and Bachelors I chant to !— T. I. 

I SING of a Shirt that never tras new ! [two, 

In the course of the year Eighteen hundred and 

Aunt Fanny began, tlpon Grandmamma's plan, 
To make one for me, then her < dear little man.* — 
— At the epoch I speak about, I was between 

A man and a boy, A hobble-de-hoy, 
A fat, little, punchy concern of sixteen, — 

Just beginning to flirt, And ogle, — so pert, 
Fd been whipt every day had I had my desert, 
— And Aunt Fan volunteer'd to make me a shirt I 

Fve said she began it, — Some unlucky planet 
No doubt interfered, — for before she and Janet 
Completed the ' cutting-out,' ' hemming/ and ^stitching,' 
A tall Irish footman appear'd in the Idtchen ; — 

— This took off the maid. And, Vm sadly afraid. 
My respected Aunt Fanny's attention, too, stray'd ; 
For, about the same period, a gay son of Mars, 
Comet Jones of the Tenth (then the Princess) Hussars, 

With his fine dark eyelashes, And finer mous- 
taches, ftasches 
And the ostrich-plume work*d on the corps sabre- 
ri say nought of the gold-and-red cord of the sashes, 
Or the boots far above the Guards' vile spatterdashes), — 
So eyed, and so sigh'd, and so lovingly tried 
To engage her whole ear as he lounged by her side, 
Looking down on the rest with such dignified pride. 

That she made up her mind. She should cer- 
tainly find [bride 1 '— 
Comet Jones at her feet, whisp'ring 'Fan, be my 
— She had even resolved to say * les,' should he ask it 
— And I — and my Shirt — were both left in the basket. 

To her grief and dismay, She discover'd one day 
Comet Jones of the Tenth was a little too gay ; 
For, besides that she saw him — ^he could not say nay — 
Wink at one of the actresses capering away 
In a Spanish hoferOf one night at the play, 
She found he'd already a wife at Camoray ; — 
One at Paris, — a nymph of the corp$ de ballet ; — 
And a third down in Kent, at a place called Foot's 
Cray. — 



He was * viler than dirtl' — Fanny vow*d tu 
exert 
All her powers to forget him, — and finish my Shirt. 

But, oh I lack-a-day 1 How time slips away ! — 
Who'd have thought that while Cupid was playing 

these tricks. 
Ten years had elapsed, and — I'd tiim'd twemty-six ? * 

'I care not a whit, — ^He*s grown not a bit,* 
Says my Aunt, *■ it will still be a very good fit,* 

So Janet and She, Now about thirty-three 
(The maid had been jilted by Mr. Magee), 
Each taking one end of * the Shirt * on her knee, 
Again began working with hearty good wiU, 
* FeUing the Seams,* and * whipping the Frill,* — 
For, twenty years since, though the Ruffle had vani&h*i, 
A Frill like a Fan had by no means been banished : 
People wore them at playhouses, parties, and churches 
Like overgrown fins of overgrown perches. — 

Now, then, by these two thus laying their caps 
Together, my ' Shirt * had been finish'd, perhaps, 
But for one of those queer little three-comer*d straps 
Which the ladies caU ' Side-bits,* that sever the ' Flaps . ' 
— ^Here unlucky Janet Took her needle, and nin \\ 
Right into her thumb, and cried loudly, * Ads cuss it ! 
I've spoil'd myself now by that 'ere nasty Gusset ! * 

For a month to come Poor dear Janet's thumb 
Was in that sort of state vulgar people call * Rum.* 
At the end of that time, A youth, still in L^ 
prime. 
The Doctor's fat Errand-boy, — ^just such a dolt as i^ 
Kept to mix draughts, and ^rcad plasters and poult ic> *, 
Who a bread-cataplaffin eacn morning had carried her. 
Sigh'd— ogled, — proposed, — ^was accepted, — and mLi- 
ried her 1 

Much did Aunt Fan Disapprove of the plan ; 
She tum*d up her dear little snub at ' the Man.' 

She * could not believe it,* — * Could scarcely c< 2- 
ceive it 
Was possible — ^What ! sucA a place ! — and then leave 
And all for a " Shrimp ** not as nigh as my hat — [it— 
A littie contemptible " Shaver ** like that 1 1 
With a broad pancake face, and eyes buried in fat ! * 

For her part, * She was sure She coold never 
A lad with a usp, and leg like a skewer 1 — [endure 
Such a name, too; — (*twas Potts!)— and so nasty & 

trade- 
No, no, — she would much rather die an dd maid ! — 
He a husband, indeed 1 — Well, mine, come what maj 

come. 
Shan't look like a blister, or smell of Guaiamm ! * 

But there I She*d < declare, It was Janet's affair— 

Clioeun a ton g&ut As she baked she might brew — 
She could not prevent her — *twas no use in trying it — 
Oh no, — she had made her own bed, and might lie in it 
They " repent at leisure who marry at randiom.** • 

No matter — De gustibtu non diipHtandum i * 

Consoling herself with this choice bit of Latin, 
Aunt Fanny resignedly bought some white satin, 

And, as Uie Soubrette Was a very great pet 
After all, — she resolved to forgive and forget. 
And sat down to make her a bridal rosette. 
With magnificent bits of some white-looking metal 
Stuck in, nere and there, each farming a petal. — 
— On such an occasion one could*nt f^ hurt, — 
Of course, that she ceased to remember — my Shirt ! 

Ten years,— or nigh, — Had again gone br. 
When Fan accidentally casting her eye 
On a dirty old work-basket, hung up on high 
In the store-closet where herbs were put by to dry. 
Took it down to explore it — she didnx know why. — 

Within, a pea-soup coIour*d fragment she spied. 

Of the hue of a November fog in Cheapside, 

Or a bad piece of ginger-bread spoilt in the baking. 

— ^I still hear«ker ciy, — « I wish I may die 
If here isn't Tom's shirt,* that's been so long a-maklnr I 

My gracious mel Well, — only to see I 
I declare it's as yellow as yellow can be I 
Why it look's as though't had been soaked in green tf .^ ! 

Dear me, did you ever ?— Butcome^— ^twiB be ckrcr 
To bring matters round ; so 111 do my endeavour 
** Better Late," says an excellent proverb, ♦♦ tijir 
Never 1 "— [bring t 

It is stain'd, to be sure; but *' grass-bleaching " wiill 
To rights "ma jiffy."— We'U wash it, and wrinp it : 

Or, stay,— " Hudson's Liquor" Will do it >*J. 
quicker. 

And • Here the new maid chimed m, * Ma*am, S.'* 

of Lemon 
Will make it, in no time, quite fit for the Gemman ! * 



AUNT FANNY. 
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they * set in the gathers,^ — ^the large round the colhur, 
Thile those at the wristhondfl of course were much 

smaller, — 

he button-boles now were at length * overcast ; ' 
hen a button itaelf was sewn on — Hwas the last I 

Airs done ! All's won I 

Nerer under the sun 
Tas Shirt so late finished— so early begun I — 

— ^The work would defy The most critical eye. 
was ' bleached/ — it was washed, — it was hung out to 
was tnark'd on the tail with a T and an 1 1 [dry 

On the back of a chair it Was placed — -just to air it, 

1 front of the fire. — *• Tom to-morrow shall wear it I ' 

•O exca metu hominumi — Fanny, good soul, 

eft her charge for one moment—but one — a vile coal 

ounoed out uom the grate, and set fire to the whole I 



ad it been Doctor Amott*s new store — not a grate : — 
ad the coal l>een a * Lord Mayor*s coal,' — viz. a slate ; — 
'hat a different tale had I had to relate I 
nd Annt Fan — and my Shirt — been superior to Fate ; — 
One moment — ^no more 1 — — Fan open*d the door I 
be draught made the blaze ten times worse than before ; 
nd Aunt Fanny sank down. — in despair— on the floor ! 

ou may fancy perhaps Agrippina^s amazement, 
lien, looking one fine moonlight night from hor 
casement, 

She saw, while thus gazing, All Bome a-blazing, 
nd, losing at once all restraint on her temper, or 
eeUngs, exclaimed, * Hang that Scamp of an Emperor, 

iJthough he's my son ! — — He thinks it prime 
fun 

doubt 1 — ^While the flames are demolishingBome, 
here's my Nero a-fiddlingand singing " Sweet Home t " ' 
-Stay — I'm really not sure t^'as that lady who said 
he words Fve put down, as she stepped into bed, — 

n reflection, I rather believe $he waa dead ; 

But e*en when at College, I Fairly acknowledge, I 
ever waa very precise in Chronology ; 
0, if there's an error, pray set down as mine a 
[istake of no very great moment — ^in fine, a 
[ere slip — ^twaa some Pleb*8 wife, if not Agrippina. 

ou may fancy that warrior, so stem and so stony, 
iThom ibirty yeata since we all used to call Bonsy, 
iThen, engaged in what he styled * fulfilling his dea- 
lt led his rapscaUioDS across the Borysthenes, [tinieB,' 
And maae up his mind Snug quarters to find 

1 Moscow, agai^ the catarrhs and the coughs 

Hiich are apt to prevail 'mongst the *Owskis' and *OBi.* 
At a time of the year When your nose and your ear 
ire by no means so safe there as people's are here, 
losmuch as * Jack Frost,' that most fearful of Bogles, 
[ikes folks leave their cartilage oft in their * fogua.' 
You may fancy, I say, That same Bonet'b dismay. 
When Count Rostopchin At once made him drop 
nd turn up his eyes, as his rappee he took, fchin, 
'ith a tort of nuni-de-ma-vie kind of look, [tning,* 
On perceiving that *■ Swing,' And * all that sort of 
''as at work— that he'd just lost the game without 



knowing it ; [it,* — 

bat the Kremlin was blazing — the Bussians * a-going 
rery plug in the place frozen hard as the ground, 
Qd the deuce of a Turncock at all to be found I 

ou mar fancy King Charles at some Court Fancy-Ball, 

(The date we may fix In Sixteen sixty-six,) 
1 the room built by Inigo Jones at Whitehall, [all 
lience his father, the Martyr, — (sa such mouru'd by 
Ito, in hit, wept the Law's and the Monarchy's fall,; 
:ept out to exchange regal robes for a pall — 
Ml may fancy King Charies, I say, stopping the brawl,* 
s burst on his sight the old church ot St. Paul, 
f the light of ita flames, now beginning to crawl 
yjDx basement to buttress, and topping its wall — 
You may fancy old Clarendon making a call, 
Dd stating in cold, slow, monotonous drawl, [Hall, 
Sire, fixmi Puddinjz Lane's End, close by Fishmongers' 
) Pye Comer, in Smithfidd, there is not a stall 
bere, in market, or street, not a house, great or small, 
I which Knight widds his falchion or Cobbler his awl, 
Bt's on fire ! I ' — ^Yon may fancy the general squall, 
ud bawl as Uicy all call for wimple and shawl ! — 
You may fancy all this — ^but I boldly assert 
on ran't fancy Aunt Fan — as she look'd on MY 
SHXBTII 

'is't Apelles ? or Zeuxis ?— I think 'twas Apellee, 
bai artist of old — ^I declare I can't tell his 

* Xot A * row/ but a donoe, 

• The brave Lord Keeper kd the braves, 
I'lt^t •fMlB And Buoes dADoed bt'fure him.' — Goat. 
Acd iTMly Sir CbrMopher dABced to some tune. 



Exact patronymic— I iKiite and pronounce ill [Council 
These Classical names — whom some Grecian Town- 
Kmploy'd, — ^I believe, by command of the Oracle, — 
To produce them a splendid piece, purely historical. 

For adorning the wall Of some fane» or Quildhall, 
And who for his subject determined to try a 
Large painting in oils of Miss Iphigcnia 

At the moment her Sire, By especial desire 
Of * that Spalpeen, O'Dysseua ' (see wney Maguire), 

Has resolved to devote Her beautiful throat 
To old Chalcas's knife, and her limbs to the fire ; 
— An act which we modems by no means admire, — 
An offxing, *tis true, to Jove, Mars, or Apollo cost 
No trifling sum in those days if a holocaust, — 
Still, although for economy we should condemn none, 
In on ai«| aySpory, like the great Agamemnon, 

To give up to slauehter An elegant daughter, 
After all the French, Music, and Dancing they d taught 

her. 
And singing, — at Heaven knows how much a quarter, — 

In Ueu of a Calf ! — It was too bad by half ! 
At a ' nigger ' f so pitiful who would not laugh, 
And turn up their noses at one who could find 
No decenter method of * Raising the Wind ? ' 

No doubt but he might. Without any great Flight, 
Have obtain'd it by what we call * flying a kite.' 
Or on mortgage— or sure, if he coul&'t so do it, he 
Must have succeeded * by way of annuity.' 

But there — ^it appears. His crocodile tears. 
His 'Oh !s' and hia < Ahl B,' his 'Oh Law !s' and < Oh 

dear Is,' 
Were all thought sincere,— so in painting his Victim 
The Artist was splendid — ^but could not depict Him, 

His features and phiz awry Show'd so much misery, 

And so like a dragon he Look'd in his agony. 
That the foil'd Painter buried— despairing to gain a 
Good likeness — his face in a printed Bandiema, [hurt 
— Such a veil is best thrown o'er one's face when one's 
By some grief which no power can repair or avert ! 
—Such a veil I shall throw o'er Aunt Fan — and My 
Shirt I 

Moral. 

And now for some practical hints from the story 

Of Aunt Fan's mishap, which I've thus laid b^ore ye : 

For, if rather too gay, I can venture to say, 
A fine vein of morality is, in each lay 
Of my primitive Muse, the distinguiiliing traiil — 

First of all — ^Don't put off till to-morrow what may. 
Without inconvenience, be managed to day ! 
That gdden occasion we call * Opportunity ' 
Barely's neglected by man with impunity I [colour'd. 
And the * Future,' how brightly soeer by Hood's dupe 

Ne'er may afford You a lost chance restored. 
Till both you, and YOUB BHIKT, are grown old and 
pea-soup-colour'd I 

I would also desire Ton to guard your attire. 
Young Ladies, — and never go too near the fire I — 
— Depend on't there's many a dear little Soul 
Has found that a Spark is as bad as a coal, — 
And * in her best petticoat burnt a great hole I ' 

Last of all, gentle Header, don't be too secure 1 — 
Let seenyng success never make you * cock<aure !' 

But beware!— and take care, When all things 
look fair. 
How you hang your Shirt ovor the back of your chair ! — 
— * There s many a slip 'Twixt the cup and the lip ! ' 
Be this excellent proverb, then, well understood. 
And Don't halloo betobx tou'rb quits out of the 
WOOD II 



RAISING THE DEVIL- 
A LEGEND OF CX)RN£LIUS AGRIFPA. 

( A ND hast thou nerve enough I * he said, 
JLJL That grey Old Man, alwve whose head 
Unnumber'd years had roU'd, — 

* And hast thou nerve to view,' he cried, 

* The incarnate Fiend that Heaven defied ! 

— Art thou indeed so bold ? 

( Say, canst thou, with unshrinking gaze, 
Sustain, rash youth, the withering blaze 

Of that unearthly eye. 
That blasta where'er it lights, — ^the breath 
That, like the Simoom, scatters death 
On all that yet con die ! 

' — Darest thoa confront that fearful form. 
That rides the whirlwind, and the storm, 

t H)bemlc^*n{gsvr/ fuaii • niggard/ ?i<fc B. Maguire jpoMm. 



In wild unholy revel I 
The terrors of that blasted brow 
Archangel's once, — ^though niin'd now-* 

— ^Ay,— dar'st thou uice The Devil ? '- 

' I dare ! ' the desperate Youth replied. 
And placed him by that Old Man's side, 

In fierce and frantic glee, 
Unblench'd his cheek, and firm his limb ; 

* —No paltry Juggling Fiend, but Hm I 

— Thk Devil I — I fain would see ! — 

* In all his Gk>rgon terrors clad, 

His worst, his fellest shape I * the Lad 

Bejoin'd in reckless tone. — 
— * Have then thv wish I ' Agrippa said, 
And sigh'd and shook his hoary head, 

With many a bitter groan. 

He drew the mystic circled bound. 
With skull and cross-bones fenced around ; 
He traced full many a sigil there ; 
He mutter'd many a backward pray'r. 
That sounded like a curse — 

* He comes ! * — he cried, with wild grimace, 

* The fellest of Apollyon's race ! '— 
— Then in his startled pupil's face 

He dash'd — an Empty Purse 1 1 



THE FORLORN ONE. 

AH 1 why those piteous sounds of woe. 
Lone wanderer of the dreary night ? 
Thy gushing tears in torrents flow, 
Thy bosom pants in wild affright I 

And thou, within whose iron breast 
Those frowns austere too truly tell. 

Mild pity, heaven-descended guest, 
Hath never, never deign'd to dwelL 

* That rude, uncivil touch forego,' 

Stem despot of a fleeting hour I 
Nor * make the angels weep ' to know 

The fond * fantiutic tricks * of power ! 

Know'st thou not ' mercy is not strain'd, 

But droppeth as the gentle dew,' 
And while it bleeseth him who gain'd, 

It bleeseth him who gave it, too ? 

Say, what art then ? and what is he, 

rale victim of despair and pain. 
Whose streaming eyes and bended knee 

Sue to thee thus — and sue in vain ? 

Cold callous man ! — ^he scorns to yield, 

Or aught relax his felon gripe. 
But answers, * Fm Inspector Field I 

And this here warment's prigg'd your wipe.* 



UNSOPHISTICATED WISHES. 

BY MISS JSMIHA ING0LD8BY, AGED 15. 

(Cbrnmuniooted by her Qnuin Ibm.) 

OH ! how I should like in a Coach to ride. 
Like the Sheriffo I saw upon Lord Mayor's day. 
With a Coachman and little Postillion astride 
On the back of the leader, a prancing bay. 

And then behind it, oh t I should glory 
To see the tall serving men standing upright. 

Like the two who attend Mr Montefiore, 

(Sir Moses I should say) for now he s a Knight. 

And then the liveries, I know it is rude to 
Find fatdt — ^but 111 hint as he can't see me blush, 

That I'd not have the tbings I can only allude to 
£ither orange in hue or constructed of plush ; 

But their coats and tliexr waistcoats and hats arc de- 
lightful, 

Their charming silk stockings — ^I vow and declare 
Our John's ginger gaiters so ^Tinkled and frightful, 

I never again shall be able to bear. 

Oh ! how I should like to have diamonds and rubies, 
And large plume of feathers and flowers in my hair. 

My gracious ! to think how our Tom and those boobies. 
Jack Smith and his friend Mister Thompson, would 

stare. 
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THE INOOLDSBY LEGENDS. 



Then how I should like to drive to QuUdhall, 
And to see the nobilitj flocking in fihoalA, 

With their two-guinea tickets to dance at the ball 
Which the LoM Major gives for the relief of the Poles. 

And to look at the gas so nncommonly pretbr, 
And the stars and the annoor all jnst as thev were 

The daj that the Queen came in state to the Citjr 
To dine with the whde Corporation and Mayor. 

Oh \ how I should like to see Jane and Letitia, 
Miss Jones and the two Misses Frump sitting still, 

While dear Ensign Brown, of the West Kent Slilitia, 
Solicits mjr hwd for the * Supper * Quadrille. 

With his fine white teeth and his cheek like a rose, 
And his black cravat and his diamond pin, 

And the nice little moustache under his nose, 
And the dear little tuft on the tip of his chin. 

And how I should like some fine morning to ride 
In my coach, and mj white satin shoes and gown, 

To St. James's Church, with a Beau bj my side. 
And I shouldn't mudi care if his name was Bro^iiL 



The foTpgolnc^ p«eM complete the series of Fbems, ftc. pnb- 
liiAed Qoder the name of ThomAS Ingoldahy ; of these, * The 
Jjegend qf LanguedK^* * Tht ByMoaneet*M Owrwe^* * Tht IFcuie- 
wurming,' * ThM LaiSf qf St, AomioeM,' and * The Brotheri qf 
Birehiniion,* appeared In the *New Monthly Magazine,' the 
remainder In ' Bentley'a Miscellany.' 



The following articles, thongb prior la point of date, are by 
the same author, and, wlUi few exceptkma, of a similar character 
with hii hetter-known etnialona. The firat three are yenriona 
of dramas produced : * ITermann,* at the English Opera House ; 
' WiUiam H^tfuM,* we believe, at Dniry Lane t and * UarU Mignot,* 
at the HaymarlEet Theatre. The concluding line* afe the last 
that fell from Mr. Barham's pen, and which were written during 
one of those weary nights of wstrhftilnw ocraaloned 1^ his 
disease. 



£l^s^uUnntoxa f^otms. 



HERMANN; OR, THE BROKEN SPEAR. 

AN Emperor, famous in council and camp, 
Has a son who turns out a remarkable scamp ; 

Takes to dicing and drinking, 

And d — mning and sinking, 
And carries off maids, wives, and widows, like winking ; 
Since the days of Arminius, his namesake, than Hermann 
There never was seen a more profligate Oerman. 

He escapes from the City ; £id joins some ban- 
Insensible quite to remorse, fear, and pity ; [ditti, 
Joins in all their carousals, and revels, and robberies, 
And in kicking np all sort of shindies and bobberies. 

Well, hearing one day His associates say 
That a bridal procession was coming their way, 

Inflamed with desire, he Breaks into a priory. 
And kicking out every man Jack of a Friar, he 
Upsets in a twinkling the mass-books and hassocks, 
And dresses his rogues in the clergyman*s canocks. 

The new-married folks Taken in by this hoax. 
Mister Hermann grows frisky and full of his jokes : 
To the serious chagrin of her late happy suitor. 
Catching hold of ue Bride, he attempts to salute her. 

Now Heaven knows what Had become of the lot, 
It*8 Turtle to T^ipe they*d have all gone to pot — 

If a Dumb liiady, one Of her friends, had not run 
To her aid, and, quite scandalized, stopp*d all his fun I 

Jast conceive what a caper He cut, when her taper 
Long fingers scrawrd this upon whitey-brown paper 
(At the instant he seised, and before he had kissed 
her)— [sister I * 

<Ha* done. Mister Hennann! for shame; it's your 
His hair stands on end, — ^he desists from his tricks 
And remains in a * pretty particular fix,' [pickle, 

As he knows Sir John Nicholl Still keeps rods in 
Offences of this kind severely to tickle. 
At so near an escape from his court and its sentence 
His eyes fill with tears and his breast with repentance ; 
So, picking and stealing, And unrighteous dealing 
Of all sorts, he cuts, from wis laudable feeling : 

Of wickedness weary, With many a tear, he 
Now takes a French leave of the vile uondoUieri: 
And the next thing we hear of this penitent villain 
He is begging in rags in the suburbs of Milan. 

Half-starved, meagrOi and P&let . His energies fail, 
When his sister comes in with a pot of mild ale ; 
But though tatter'd his jerkins, 
His heart is whole, — workings 
-inseience debar him from * Itorclay and Perkins.* 



* 1*11 drink/ exclaims he, * Nothing stronger than 
And that but the worst and the weakest Bohea, [tea 
Till IVq done—from my past scenes of folly a far 
actor — [racter.' 

Some feat shall redeem both my wardrobe and cha- 
At sie^ of remorse so decided and visible 
Nought can eoual the joy of his fair sister Isabel, 

And the I>umb Lady too. 

Who runs off to a Jew 
And buys him a coat of mail spick and span new, 
In the hope that his prowess and deeds as a Knight 
Will keep his late larcenies quite out of sight. 
Bv the greatest good luck, hia old friends the banditti 
Choose this moment to make an attack on the city ! 

Now you all know the way, 

Heroes hack, hew, and slay, 
When once the^ get fairly mixed up in a fray : 

Hermann joins in the me/^, 

Pounds this to a jelly, * [belly, 

Runs that through the back, and a third through the 
Till xnany a broken bone, hrulBed rib, and flat h«ul. 
Make his ei-devant friends curse the hour that he ratted. 

Amid BO many blows, Of course youll suppose 
He must get a Uack eye, or, at least, uoody nose : [it, 
* Take that I ' cried a bandit, and struck, while he spoke 
His spear in his breast, and, in pulling it out, broke it. 

Hermann fainted away. When, as fareBthless he 
A rascal d^m'd all the renown of the day ; [lay, 

A recreant, cowardly,'white-liver*d knight, 
Who had skulk'd in a fnne-bnsh the whole of the fight. 

But the Dumb Lady soon Put some gin in a spoon, 
And half strangles poor Hennann, who wakes from 
his swoon, 

And exhibits his wound, when the head of the spear 
Fits its handle, and makes his identity dear, 
The murder thus out, Hermann's /efei and thanked. 
While his rascallv rival gets toss'd in a blanket ; 

And to finish the p&y — As reformed rakes, they 
say. 
Make the best of all husbands — ^the very same day 
Hermann sends for a priest, as he must wed with some 

lady. 
Buys a ring and a licence, and marries the Dumb Lady. 

Moral. 

Take warning, roong people, of every degree, 
From Hermann's example, and don't live too free I 
If you get in bad companv, fiy from it soon I 
If you chance to get thrasn'd take some gin in a spoon ! 
And remember, since wedlock's not aU sugar-candy. 
If you wish to 'scape ' wigging,' a dumb wife's the 
dandy! 

> 

HINTS FOR AN HISTORICAL PLAY, 

TO BK CALLED 
WILLIAM BUFDS ; OR, THE RED ROVER. 

Ac?r 1. 

WALTEB TTRBEL, the son of a Norman Papa, 
Has, somehow or other, a Saxon Mamma : 
Though humble, yet far above mere vulgar loons, 
He's a sort of a suV in the Rnfus Dragoons ; 
Has travell'd, but comes home abruptly, the rather 
That some unknown rascal has murder'd his father ; 
And scarce has he pick'd out, and stuck in his quiver, 
The arrow that pierced the old gentleman's liver. 
When he finds, as misfortunes come rtfely idone. 
That his sweatheart has bolted, — ^with whom is not 
But, as murder will out, he at last finds the lady [Imown. 
At Court with her character grown rather shady : 
This gives him the < blues,' and impairs the delight 
He'd have otherwise felt when they dub him a knight, 
For giving a runaway stallion a check. 
And preventing his breaking King Buf us's neck. 

Act 2. 

Sir Walter has dress'd himself up like a Ghost, 
And frightens a soldier away from his post ; 
Then, discarding his helmet, he pulls his doak higher, 
Draws it over his eaia, and pretends he's a Friar. 
This gains him access to his sweetheart, Miss Faucit ; 
But, the King coming in, he hides up in her closet ; 
Where, oddly enough, among some of her things. 
He discovers some arrows he^s sure are the King's, 
Of the very same pattern with that which he found 
Sticking into his father when dead on the ground I 
Forgetting his funk, he bursts open the door, 
Bounces into the Drawing-room, stamps on the floor, 
With an oath on his tongue, and revenge in his ere, 
And blows up King William the Second, sky-high ; 
Swears, storms, shues his fist, and exhibits such airs. 
That his Majesty bids his men kick him down-stairs. 



Act 8. 

King Bufus is cross when he comes to reflect. 
That, as King, he*d been treated with gross disrespect ; 
So he pens a short note to a holy physician. 
And gives him a rather unholy commission, 
Via., to mix up some arsenic and ale in a cnp, 
Which l^e choices are Tyrrel may find and drink up. 
Sure enough, on the very next morning. Sir Walter 
Perceives, in his walks, this same cun on the altar. 
As he feels rather thirsty, he's just about drinking, 
Wlicn Miss Faucit in tears comes in running like wink- 
He passes of course, and as she's thirsty too, [!ng 
Says very politely, ' Miss, I after yon I 
The young lady curtsies, and being so dr^. 
Raises somehow her fair little finger so mgh. 
That there's not a drop left him to < wet t%ther eye :' 
While the dose is so strong, to his grief and surpnse. 
She merely says, * Thankee, Sir Walter,* and dies. 
At that moment the King, who is riding to cover, 
Pops in en paeeant on the desperate lover, 
Wno has vow'd, not five minutesbefore, to transfix biir. 
—So he does, — he just pulls out his arrow and sticks him. 
From the strength of his arm, and the force of his bl«/»-«. 
The Bed-bearded Bover falls flat on his nose ; 
And Sir Walter, thus having concluded his quarrel. 
Walks down to the foot-lights, and draws this tn- 
* Ladies and Oentlemen, [moral— 
Lead sober lives :-^ 
Dont meddle with other folks* Sweethearts or Wives !~ 
When yon go out a-sporting, take care of your gun, 
And — never shoot elderly people in fun t * 



MARIE MIQNOT. 

MISS MABIE BnONOT was a nice little Mai^J. 
Her Uncle a Cook, and a Laundress her trade. 

And she loved aa dearly as any one can 

Mister Laeardie, a nice little man. 
But oh t But oh I Story of woe ! 

A sad interloper, one Monsieur Modean 
U^ and old. With plenty of gold, 
]£de his approach In an eleeant coach. 

Her fancy was enarm'd with the spiendoor and show, 

And he bore oB. the false-hearted Molly Mignot. 

Monsieur Modean was crazy and old. 

And Monsieur Modeau caught a terrible cold ; 

His nose was stufi'd and his throat was sore, 

He had physic by the quart and Doctors by the seort ; 

They sent sanills. And pills. And very long bills. 
And all Uiey could do did not make him get well. 
He sounded his M's and hia N.'a lika an L. 

A shocking bad cough At last took him off. 
And Mister Lsgardie, her former young beau, 
C^une a-oourting again the young Widow Modean. 

Mister Lagardie, to gain him Sdatj 
Had cut the Cook's snop, and followed the law ; 
And when Monsieur Modeau set out on his journey. 
Was an Articled Clerk to a Special Attomev. 

He gave her a call On the day of a ball. 
To which she'd invited the court, camp, and aU ; 

But ' poor dear Lanrdie ' ^^f^^ ^^ ^^ tardy. 

For a Marauis of France md rust ask'd htr t 
In a twiniding tne d-devant Madamo Modean £danca 
Was wife of the Marshal Lord Marquis DinoL 

Mister Lagardie was shock'd at the news, 
And went and enlisted at once in the Blues. 

The Marquis Dinot Felt a little so so-^ 
Took physic, grew worse, and bad fio^sos to go — 
He died, and was shelved, and his Lady so gay 
Smiled aeain on Lagardie now placed on f lUlpay, 
A Swe^w Field-Marshal with a guinea a day ; ' 

When an old Ex-King Just show'd her' the r q| 
To be Queen, she conceiv'd, was a very fine thing ; 

But Uie King tum'd a Bionk, And Lagardie gi 
dnmk. 
And said to the Ladr with a deal of ill-breeding, 
* You may go to the d — ^1 and Fll go to Sweden.' 

Thus Mtween the two stools. Like some other fod 

Her Ladyship found Herself plump on the groan 
So she cried, and she stamped, and she sent for a ha^ 
And she drove to a convent, and never came back. | 

Modal. 

Wives, Maidens, and Widows, attend to my lay — 
If a fine moral lesson you'd draw from a play. 

To the Haymarket go. And see JKarta Af/^n^, 
Miss Kelly plays Marie, and Williams Modean ; 
Mrs Glover and Vining Are really quite shiniq 
And though Thompson for a Marquis 
Has almort too much carcaai 
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Tet it*8 not fair to pass him or 

John Coop«r*8 Cassimir, 

And the piece would he harren 

>yithoQt oil. Farren ; 
No matter, go there, and theyll teach yaa the gnilt 
Of coQuetting and ogling, and playing the jilt. 
Snch tolhA gallon awhile, hut at laist mej get spilt ; 

Had B£>ll7Hignot Behaved comme ilfaut, 
Nor married the Iiawyer nor Marquis Dinot, 
She had ne*er heen a nun, whose fare verj hard is, 
But the mother of half-a-score little Lagardies. 



THE TRUANTS. 

THREE little Demons have hroken loose 
From the National School helow 1 
They are resolved to play truant to-day, 
Their primer and date they have cast away, 
And away, away, they go ! 
* Hey hoys I hey hoys ! up go we 1 
Who so meny as we three f * 

The reek of that most Infernal pit. 
Where sinful souls are stewing, 
Rises so hlack, that in viewing it, 
A thoosand to one hut yoa*d ask with suiprise 
As its murky columns met your eyes, 

< Pray is Old Nick a-hrewing ? 
Thither these three little Devus repair, 
And monnt hy steam to the uppermost air. 
They have got hold of a wandering star 
Thai happened to come within hail. 

swiftly they glide I As they merrily ride 

All a oock-stride Of that Comet*B tail. 
Oh the pnmks 1 Oh the pranks I 
The merry pranks, the mad nranks. 
These wicked urchins play ! 
They kiss*d the Virgin and fiU^d her with dread; 
They popp*d the Scorpion into her bed ; 
They troke the pitdier of poor Aguariust 
They stole the arrows of aagittirius, 
And' they skimm'd the MiVcy Way. 
They filled the Soales with sulphur full, 
They hallooed the Dog-Star on at the BuU, 
And pleased themselves with the noise. 

They set the Lion On poor Orion ; 

They shaved all the hair 0£f the Lesser Bear! 

They kickd the shins Of the Gemini Twins^ 
Those heavenly Siamese Boys I — 
Never was such confusion and wrack, 
As they produced in the Zodiac ! — 

» Huzza I Huzza ! Away ! Away ! 
Let us go down to the earth and play I 

Now we go up, up, up. Now we go down, down, 

Now we go hackwards and forwards, [down, 

Now we go round, round, round I * 
Thus they gamhol, and scramble, and tear. 
Till at last they arrive at the nethermost air. 

And pray now what were these Devilets called ? 
These .three little Fiends so gay I 

One was Cob I Another was Mob 1 
The last and the least was young Chittahcb / 
Queer little devils were they I 

Cob was the strongest. Mob was the wrongest, 
ChittahoVt taQ was the finest and longest I 
Three more frolicsome Imps, I ween, 
BeelzebuVs self hath seldom seen. 

Over Mountun, over Fell, 

GUssy Fountain, mossy I)ell, [Land ; 

Rocky Island, barren Strand, Over Ocean, over 
With frisk and bound, and squeaks and squalls, 
lleela over head, and head over heels ; 
With curlings and twistings, and twirls and wheeleries, 
Down they drop at the gate of the Tuileries. 

Courtiers were bowing and making legs. 
While Charley U Rot was bolting eggs: 

« Mob,' says Cob, « Chittabob; says Jlfoft, 
• Come here, you young DevU, treVe in for ajcbl* 

Up jumps Ccb to the Monarches ear, 

* Charley, my jolly bor, never fear ; 

If you mind all their law About Charter and Law, 
Yon might just as well still be the Count cTArtoii 1 

No sucn thing, Show 'em you're King, 
Tip *cm an Ordinance, that's the thing I ' 

Charier dined, Took his pen and sign'd : 
Then M6b kick'd over his throne from behind t 
' Huzza t Huzza t we may scamper now ! 
For here we've kick*d up a jolly good row 1 

' Over the water and over the sea, 

And over the water with Charlie ; * 
Now they came skipping and grinning with glee, 

Not pausing to cmff or to parley. 



Over, over. On to Dover ; 
On fun intent. All through Kent 
These mischievdus devils so merrily went. 
Over hill and over dale, 

Sunken hollow, lofty ridge. 
Frowning difP, and szniling vale, 
Down to the foot of Westminster-bridge. 

* Hollo,* says Cb&, < Thero*8 the Duke and Sir Bob ! 
After 'em, Chittabob, after 'em Mob.' 

Mob flung gravel, and Chittabob pebbles, 
His Grace c — -d them both for a couple of rebels : 
His feelings were hurt By the stones and the 
In went he In an ecstasy, [dirt — 

And blew up the nobles of high degree. 

< Mr Brougham, Mr Hume^ May fret and may 

fume— 
And so may all you whom I see in this room ; 
Come weal, come woe, come calm, come storm — 
I'll see you all — hUss'd — ere I give vou reform.' 
* Bravo I ' says Chittabob, * That s your sort, 
Come along, schoolfellows, here's more sport. [May'rl 

Look there 1 look there t There's the great Lovd 
With the gravest of Deputies close to his chair I 

With Hobler, his Clerk I Just the thing for a lark : 
Huzzah 1 huzzah I boys follow me now ) 
Here we may kick up another good row.' 

Here they are. Swift as a star. 
They shoot in mid air, over Temple Bar I 

Tom Macaulay beheld the flight 
Of these three little dusky sons of night, 
And his heart swell'd wiUi i<y7 uid euition — 

< Oh, see I ' quoth he, * Those Niggerlingi three, 
Who have just got emancipation 1 ' 

Lord Key took fright : At the veiT first sight. 
The whole Court of Aldermen wheel'd to the right ; 
Some ran from CkiUaixib — ^more from M6b, 
The great heum tenena jump'd up upon Cob, 

Who roar'd and ran With the Alderman 
To the Home Office, pick-a-back--catch 'em who can I 

* Stay at home— here's a plot, And I can't tell 

you what, 
H von don't, Fll be shot. But you'll all go to pot.' 
Ah, little he woen'd, while the ground he thus ran over, 
'Twas a Cob he bortiode— not his white horse from 
Hanover. 

Back they came galloping through the Strand, 
When Joseph Limcaster, stick in hand, 
Popp'd up nis head before 'em. 

Well we know. That honest old Joe, 
Is a sort of High Master down below. 
And teaches the Imps decorum. 
Satan had started hun off in a crack. 
To flog these three little runaways back. 

Fear each assails ; Every one quails ; 
*Ohdearl how hell tickle our litUe black tails ! 

Have done, have done, Here's that son of a gun. 
Old Joe, come after us« — ^run, boys, run.' 

Off ran Cob, Off ran Mob, 
And off in a fright ran young GhiUabob ; 

Zot caught Chittabob just by the tail. 
And Cob by his crumpled horn ; 

Bitterly then did these Imps bewail. 
That ever they were bom I 

Mob got away, But none to this day 
Know exactly wluther he went ; 
Some say he's been seen about Blackfriar's-bridge, 
And some say he's down in Kent. 

But where'er he may roam. 
He has not ventured home 
Since the day the three took wing. 

And many suppose 

He has changed his clothes, 
And now goes by the name of < Swing.* 



Alas 1 how the soul sentimental it vexee. 
That thus on our labours stem Chrono§ should frown, 

Should change our soft liquids to izzards and Xes, 
And turn tnie*loye*8 alphabet all upside down ! 



THE POPLAR. 

AT, here stands the Poplar, so tall and so stately. 
On whose tender rind— 'twas a little one then — 
We carved her initial ; though not very lately— 
We think in the year eighteen hundred and ten. 

Yes, here is the G which prodaim'd Goorgiana ; 

Our heart's empress then ; see, 'tis grown all askew ; 
And it's not without grief we perforce entertain a 

Conviction, it now looks much more like a Q. 

This should be the great D too, that once stood for 
Her loved patronymic— ah I can it be so ? [Dobbin, 

It's once fair proportions, time, too, has been robbing ; 
A D ?— well be Deed if it isn't anOI 



MY LETTERS. 
* Llftera acrfpta maoet'— Old Saw. 

ANOTHEB mizxling, drizzling day I 
Of clearing iq> there's no appearance ; 
So I'll sit down without delay. 
And here, at least, 111 make a deannce I 

Oh, ne'er * on snch a day as this,* 
Would Dido with her woes oppressed 

Have woo'd .Sneas back to bliss, 
Or Troilns gone to hunt for CrassidI 

No, they'd have stayed at home, like me. 
And popp'd their toes upon the fender, 

And drank a quiet cup of tea : — 
On days like this one can't be tender. 

So, Mollie, draw that basket nigher. 

And put my desk upon the table- 
Bring that Poriiolio-Atir the fire^ 

Now off as fast as you are able I 

First, here's a card from Mrs Grimes, 
< A ball I '—she knows that I'm no danoer — 

That woman's asked me fifty times. 
And yet I never send an answer. 

' Deab Jack, — 

Just lend me twenty pounds 
Till Monday next, when 111 return it. 
Yours truly, 

*Henbt GXBBS.' 
Why, Z— ds I 
I've seen the man but twice— ^here, bum it 

One from my Cousin Sophy Daw — 

Full of Aunt Margery's distresses ; 
' The Cat ha§ kittened in « the drato, 

And ruin'd two bran-new silk dresses.' 

• 

From Sam, * The Chancellor's motto,'— nay, 

Confound his puns, he knows I hate 'em ; 
* Pro Bege, L^ge, Grege,'— Ay, 

' For Sing read Mob I ' Brougham's old erraitim. 

From Seraphina Price — * At two * — 

* Till then I can't, my dearest John, stir ; * 
Two more because I did not 



*Fail 



Beginning * Wretch ' and ^Faithless Monster I ' 

<DsAB Snt,— 

< This morning Mrs. P^— , 

Who's doing quite as well as may be. 
Presented me at half -past three, 

I^ecisely, with anoUier baby. 

' Well name it John, and know with pleasure 
Youll stand ' — ^Five guineas more, confound it I- 

I wish they'd call it Nebuchadnezzar, 
Or thrown it in the Thames and drown'd it. 

What have we next? A ciril Dun : 

< John Brown would take it as a f avonr ' — 
Another and a surlier one, 

* I can't put up with nch behaviour.' 

* Bill so long standing,' — * quite tired out,' — 

* Must sit down to insist on payment,' 
< CaU'd ten times,' — ^Here's a fuss about 

A few coats, waistcoats, and small raiment I 

For once 111 send an answer, and in- 
form Mr Snip he needn't ' call ' so ; 

But when his bill's as * tired of standing* 
As he is, beg 'twill * sit down also.' 

This from my rich old Uncle Ned, 
Thaxiking me for my annual present ; 

And saying he last Tuesday wed 
His cook-maid, Molly — vastly pleasant ! 

An ill-spelt note from Tom at school. 
Begging 111 let him leazn the fiddle ; 

Another from that precious fool. 
Miss Pyefinch, with this stupid riddle. 
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TEE ING0LD8BY LEGENDS. 



* DVe give it up? ' Indeed I do I 

Cfon^and these antiquated minxes ; 
I won*t plaj * Billy Black ' to a * Blue,' 
Or QSdipos to such old Sphinxes. 

A note sent np from Kent to show me, 
Left with mj bailiJGF, Peter King ; 

t ru hum them precious stacks down, hlow me ( 
* Yonis most sincerely, 

* Captain Swiko.' 

Foot begging letters with petitions, 

One from mj sister Jane to praj 
1*11 execute * a few commissions ' 

In Bond Street, ' when I go that way.* 

* And bny at Peanal*s in the Citj 

Twelte skeins of silk for netting purses ; 
Colour no matter, so it*s pretty ; — 
Two hundred pens ' — two hundred curses ! 

From Mistress Jones : * My little Billy 

Goes up his schooling to begin, 
Will you just step to Piccadilly, 

And meet him when the coach comes in ? 

* And then, perhaps, you will as well see 

The poor dear fellow safe Uf school 
At Dr. Smithes in Little Chelsea! * 
Hearen send he flog the little fool I 

From Lady Snooks : ' Dear Sir, you know 
You promised me last week a Kebus ; 

A something smart and apropos^ 
For my new Album ? ' — Aid me Phoebus ! 

* M7 first is followed by my second ; 

I ct should my first mr second see, 
A dire mishap it would be reckoned, 
And sadly shock'd my first would be. 

' Were I but what my whole implies, 
And pass'd by chance across your portal, 

You'd cry, ** Can I believe my eyes ? 
I never saw so queer a mortal 1 " 

< For then my head would not be on, 

My arms their shoulders must abandon ; 
My very body would be gone, 

1 should not have a leg to stand on.' 

« 

Come, that's de6patch'd->-what follows ? — Stay, 
' Reform demanded by the nation — 

Vote for Tagrag and Bobtail ! ' Ay, 
By Jove, a blessed Beformation I 

Jack, dap the saddle imon Rose — 
Or, no I — the filly— «he's tiie fleeter ; 

The devil take the rain — ^here goes, 
I'm off— a plumper for Sir Peter I 



'Tis not the lack of gold, father, 

Nor want of worldly gear ; 
My lands are broad, and fair to see. 

My friends are kind and dear. 
My kin are leal and true, father, 

Ther mourn to see my grief ; 
But, oh I tis not a kinsman's hand 

Can give my heart relief! 

Tis not that Janet's false, father, 

Tis not that she's unkind ; 
Though busy flatterers swarm around, 

I know her constant mind. 
*Tis not her coldness, father. 

That chills my labouring breast ; 
It's that confounded cucumber 

Fve eat and can't digest 



SONG. 



I. 



NEW-MADE HONOUR. 

(IMITATED FROM MARTIAL.) 

A FRIEND I met some half -hour since— 
* Gcod-morroWf Jack /' quoth I ; 
The new-made Knight, like anr Prince, 

Frown'd, nodded, and pass'd by ; 
When up came Jem — * sir John^ your Slave ! ' 

* Ah, James ; we dine at eight — 
Fail not — (low bows the supple knave) 
Don't make my lady wait.^ 

The King can do no wrong ? As I'm a sinner, 
He's spoilt an honest tradesman and my dinner. 



THERE sits a bird on yonder tree, 
More fond than Cushat Dove ; 
There sits a bird on yonder tree. 

And sings to me of love. 
Oh 1 stoop thee from thine eyrie down ! 
And nestle thee near my heart, 
For the moments fly, And the hour is nigh. 
When thou and I must part, ' 

My love I 
When thou and I must part. 

n. 

In yonder covert lurks a Fawn, 

The pride of the Sylvan scene ; 
In yonder covert lurks a Fai^m, 

And I am his only queen ; 
Oh ! bound from thy secret lair, 

For the sun is below the west ; 
Nor mortal eye May our meeting spy, 
For all are closed in rest, 

My love ! 
Each eye is closed in rest 

III. 

Oh t sweet is the breath of mom. 

When the sun's first beams appear ; 
Oh I sweet is the shepherd's strain. 
When it dies on the list'nine ear ; 
And sweet the soft voice which speaks 
The Wanderer's welcome home ; 
But sweeter far By yon pale mild star, 
With our true love thus to roam, 

My dear ! 



EPIGRAM. 



BRAVE L — , so says a knight of the pen, fmen : ' 
* Has exposed himself much at the heaa of his 
As his men ran away without waiting to fight, 
To expose himself there's to be first m the flight. 
Had it not been as well, when he saw his men (juail, 
To have stay'd and exposed himself more at their tail ? 
Or say, is it fair, in this noblest of quarrels. 
To suffer the chief to engross all the laurels ? 
No 1 his men, so tiie muse to all Europe shall sing. 
Have exposed themseves fully as much as their king. 



THE CONFESSION. 

THERE'S somewhat on my breast, father, 
There's somewhat on my breast ! 
The livelong day I sigh, father, 

And at night I cannot rest. 
I cannot take my rest, fatlier, 
Though I would fain do so , 
A weary weight oppresseth me— 
This weary weight of woe I 



EPIGRAM. 



EHEU FUGACKS. 

XTTHAT Horace says is, 

V V Eheu fugaceB 
Anni labuntury Pottumey Potlume! 
Years glide away, and are lost to me, lost to me 1 
N&Wf when the folks in the dance sport their merry 
Tafflionis and Ellslers, Duvemays and Centos, [toes, 
Siting I murmur, * mVii prscteritoB I * 



SONG. 

9 rniS sweet to think the pure ethereal being, 

I Whose mortal form reposes with the dead, 
Still hovers round unseen, yet not unseeing. 
Benignly smiling o'er the mourner's bed ! 

She comes in dreams, a thing of light and lightness ; 

I hear her voice, in still, small accents tell 
Of realms of bliss, and never-fading brightness, 

Where those who loved on earth together dwell 

Ah I yet a while, blest shade, thy flight delaying, 
The kindred soul with mystic converse cheer ; 

To her npt gaxe, in visions bland, displaying 
The uneartiily glories pf thy happier sphere ! . 

Yet, yet remain ! till freed like thee, delighted, 
She spurns the thraldom of encumbering clay ; 

Then, as on earth, in tend'rest love united. 
Together seek the realms of endless day ! 



A8 I LAYE A-THYNKYNGE. 
THB LAST LIXES OF THOMAS mOOLDSBT. 

AS I laye a-thynk3mge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Merrie sang the Birde as die sat upon the spraye I 
There came a noble Knyghte, 
With his hauberke shynynge brighte, 
And his gallant heart was lyghte. 
Free and gaye ; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, he rode upon bis waye. 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge. 
Sadly sang tbe Birde as she sat upon the tree 1 
There seem'd a crimson plain. 
Where a gallant Knyghte lay slayne. 
And a steed with broken rein 
Ran free. 

As I laye a-thynkygne, most pitiful to see ! 

* 

Aii I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the boughe ; 
A lovely Mayde came bye, 
. And a gentil youth was nyghe, 
And he breathed many a syghe 
Andavowe: 
As I laye a-thynkynge, her hearte was gladsome now 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge. 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the thome : 

No more a youth was there, 

But a Maiden rent her haire. 

And cried in sad despaire, 
* That I was borne!* 
As I laye a-thynkynge, she perished forlome. 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
SweeUy sang the Birae as she sat upon the briar ; 

There came a lovely Childe, 

And his face was meek and mild. 

Yet joyously he smiled 
On his sire; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, a Cherub mote admire. 

But I lave a-thynkynge, a-thjnkynge, a thynkvnge. 
And sadly sang the Birde as it perch'd upon a f>ier ; 

That iqyous smile was gone. 

And the face was white and wan, 

As the downe upon the Swan 
Doth appear, 
As I laye a-thynkynge— oh I bitter flow'd the tear ! 

As I la^e a-thynkynge, the golden sun was sinking, 
meme sang that Birde as it glitter'd on her bresist 
With a tiiousand gorgeous dyes. 
While soaring to ue skies, 
'Mid the stars she seem'd to rise. 
As to her nest ; 
As I Isje a-thvnkjmge, her meaning was exprest : — 
* Follow, follow me away. 
It boots not to delay,' — 
'Twas so she seem'd to saye, 
< Hebe is sbbt I ' 

T.L 
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